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PREFACE, 


The  following  sketches  of  real  characters,  conversa* 
tions,  and  striking  facts,  are  taken,  by  permission,  from 
the  American  Pastor's  Journal.  They  were  furnished 
for  that  work  principally  by  clergymen,  and  as  the 
different  cases  have  come  under  the  personal  observation 
of  the  respective  writers,  they  may  be  received  with 
entire  confidence  in  their  authenticity.  It  has  been 
thought  that  a  collection  of  the  most  interesting  and 
appropriate  of  these,  would  form  a  useful  volume  for  the 
libraries  of  Sabbath  Schools.  Few  works  have  been 
found  so  valuable  for  this  purpose,  as  well  written 
biographies  of  children  and  young  persons,  who  have 
experienced  the  saving  power  of  divine  truth  in  early 
life.  How  many  persons,  who  have  subsequently  been 
distinguished  for  eminent  piety,  have  dated  their  first 
deep  religious  impressions  from  a  perusal  of  the  Memoir 
of  some  devoted  Christian. — No  inconsiderable  portion 
of  the  Bible  itself  is  made  up  of  biography.  We 
might  infer  from  this  fact  alone,  that  such  is  a  judicious  ~ 
method  of  urging  the  claims  of  religion  upon  mankind. 
The  following  work  partakes  of  the  general  character  of 
this  kind  of  writing.  The  different  sketches,  although 
they  do  not  enter  with  minute  detail,  into  the  histories 
of  the  various  individuals  mentioned,  present  the  subject 
in  such  circumstances  as  can  scarcely  iail  to  interest  the 
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reader.  The  loveliness  of  early  piety — the  danger  of 
delaying  the  work  of  repentance, — the  imminent  peril 
of  those  who  grieve  the  Spirit — the  ardent  zeal  of  the 
young  convert — the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  the  end 
of  the  wicked  ; — these  and  similar  topics  are  presented 
in  the  following  pages,  and  urged  upon  the  attention 
with  all  the  power  which  a  living  example  gives  to  the 
inculcation  of  religious  truth. 

Youthful  reader  !  as  you  are  engaged  in  perusing  this 
little  volume,  compiled  for  your  good,  endeavor  to  derive 
from  it  a  personal  benefit.  God  comes  to  you  in  his  word, 
and  says,  Give  me  thine  heart.  He  demands  of  you  tha^ 
now,  while  yet  you  are  young,  while  yet  the  heart  is 
tender,  and  before  the  cares  of  advanced  life  shall  occupy 
your  thoughts,  to  give  him  your  affections,  and  engage 
heartily  in  his  service.  Do  you  feel  as  if  this  were  an 
unreasonable  demand,  and  that  it  is  hard  to  expect  you 
to  renounce  the  world  before  you  have  begun  to  taste  its 
pleasures  ?  Listen  then  to  what  he  is  saying  in  his 
Providence.  Learn  from  the  following  authentic 
sketches,  that  you  run  a  fearful  risk  if  you  postpone  at- 
tention to  the  great  business  of  life.  Look  at  the  dying 
bed  of  this  young  immortal,  who  had  often  slighted  the 
offer  of  mercy  and  grieved  the  Holy  Spirit.  God  is 
fulfilling  to  him  his  awful  threatening, — *'  Because  I  have 
called  and  ye  have  refused,  I  have  stretched  out  my  hand 
and  no  man  regarded,  I  also  will  laugh  at  your  calamity, 
I  will  mock  when  your  fear  cometh."  Do  you  desire  to 
make  his  experiment  for  yourself,  and  see  if,  in  your 
case,  God  will  not  exercise  more  forbearance  ?  Consider 
well,  before  you  come  to  such  a  decision. 

But  this  piety,  of  which  you  are  so  much  afraid,  may 
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not  be  so  gloomy  a  thing  as  you  imagine.  Mark  this 
other  youth,  in  whose  lieart  love  to  God  is  the  reigning 
affection.  Witness  the  power  of  religion  to  make  him 
useful  and  raise  him  in  the  estimation  of  his  fellow  men, 
to  make  him  happy  in  life,  and  when  his  brief  course  is 
closing  to  sustain  him  in  a  dying  hour,  and  to  give  him 
an  open  and  abundant  entrance  into  the  everlasting  king- 
dom of  his  dear  Redeemer,  Do  you  wish  that  your  last 
end  may  be  like  his  ?  Walk,  then,  in  his  footsteps,  and 
you  shall  be  made  partaker  of  like  precious  faith,  and 
the  same  glorious  inheritance, 
Springfield  J  May  1,  18  34, 


PASTORAL  SKETCHES. 


YOUNG  LADY  IN  N . 

[From  a  Clergyman.'] 

"  Delay  not,  delay  not,  tlie  S[irit  of  Grace, 
Long  grievM  and  resisted,  may  take  its  sad  flight, 

And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  vale  of  Eternity's  night." 

During  a  revival  of  religion  in  N ,  (Mass,) 

about  eighteen  years  since,  a  youn^  lady,  rendered 
dear  to  me  by  the  ties  of  consanguinity  and  affec- 
tion, was  so  seriously  awakened  to  a  sense  of  her 
sins  and  danger,  that  she  was  considered  by  the 
Pastor  and  church,  to  be  among  the  most  anxious 
inquirers «  She  had  early  been  taught  to  believe 
the  declaration  of  our  Saviour  to  the  ruler  of  the 
Jews,  that  "  except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  can- 
not see  the  kingdom  of  God,"  She  knew  that  her 
heart  had  never  been  changed,  and  that  it  must  soon 
or  late  be  renewed,  and  her  sins  pardoned  through 
the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ,  or  she  could  never  en- 
ter heaven.  She  saw  many  of  her  companions 
pressing  into  the  kingdom,  she  saw  some  rejoicing 
in  hope,  she  became  deeply  distressed,  and  appa- 
rently solicitous  to  secure  her  salvation,  and  tried 
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one  expedient  after  another,  to  recommend  herself 
to  the  favor  of  God,  till  she  was  on  the  very  point 
of  submitting  to  her  Saviour,  to  be  saved  on  the 
terms  of  the  gospel. 

But  at  this  critical  moment  she  was  tempted  to 
delay  the  surrender  of  her  heart,  that  she  might 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  world  until  she  reached 
a  certain  fixed  period  in  the  future.  Conscience 
and  the  Holy  Spirit  united  in  urging  her  to  consi- 
der the  wickedness  and  dangerous  presumption  of 
yielding  to  such  a  temptation,  for  a  single  moment- 

But  she  hesitated.  The  devil  and  the  allure- 
ments of  the  world,  renewed  their  plea.  She 
yielded  and  dismissed  the  heavenly  monitor,  with 
the  promise,  that  she  would  only  delay  repentance 
for  the  short  space  of  three  years. 

Her  seriousness  now  immediately  left  her,  and 
she  was  soon  able  to  indulge  in  all  the  giddy 
pleasures  of  a  thoughtless  world.  But  her  hap-. 
piness  was  of  short  duration,  for  when  she  saw 
most  of  her  youthful  companions  gathered  into 
the  church,  she  began  to  see  the  folly  and  madness 
of  her  choice  ;  yet,  although  the  sight  filled  her 
with  dreadful  foreboding  fears,  still  it  could  not 
now  lead  her  to  revoke  the  fatal  decision. 

The  time  she  had  fixed  upon  for  repentance 
arrived,  and  with  it  a  long,  distressing  sickness. 
For  weeks,  she  and  her  friends  gave  up  all  hopes 
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of  her  recovery.  Her  promise,  death,  judgment, 
were  her  constant  thoughts.  But  still  she  said 
"I  cannot  feel — I  cannot  repent.  When  I 
resolved  to  put  off  this  great  work  till  the  present 
year,  I  grieved  aw^ay  the  Spirit  of  God  for  the 
last  time.  I  know  I  shall  be  lost.  I  cannot  pray, 
for  there  is  no  mercy  for  me.  I  must  go  to  hell." 
And  all  this,  and  much  more  of  a  similar  charac- 
ter, she  would  say  with  little  or  no  emotion.  The 
tears  and  entreaties  of  pious  friends  availed  no- 
thing. In  vain  they  attempted  to  convince  her 
that  Christ  died  for  the  chief  of  sinners,  and  that 
through  him,  she  might  yet  be  pardoned  and 
saved.  She  said,  "  that  is  true  of  all  who  have 
not  committed  the  unpardonable  sin.  But  I  know 
my  day  of  grace  is  past,  and  there  is,  and  can  be, 
no  mercy  for  me."  Unexpectedly  to  all,  she  re- 
covered, but  with  despair  for  her  constant  com- 
panion. Since  then,  at  five  or  six  different  periods, 
her  Hfe  has  been  despaired  of,  and  several  times, 
she  and  her  friends  have  considered  her  in  the 
agonies  of  death,  and  that  without  one  ray  of  hope 
for  eternity. 
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DANGER  OF  DELAY.— THE  COLLEGE 
STUDENT. 

[From  the  same  Clergyman.'] 

I  HAD  a  class-mate  in   college  by  the   name  of 

N- ,  who  naturally  possessed  a  noble,  generous 

spirit,  and  in  point  of  talents,  was  inferior  to  none 
in  his  class.  While  preparing  for  college,  the 
academy  in  which  he  was  studying  was  visited 
with  a  revival  of  religion.  N.  was  among  the 
first  that  were  awakened ;  and  his  distress  soon 
became  so  intense,  that  he  rose  in  a  social  meet- 
ing, acknowledged  himself  a  ruined,  lost  sinner* 
and  exhorted  his  companions  immediately  to 
make  their  peace  with  God.  His  distress  con- 
tinued to  increase  with  the  strength  of  his  convic- 
tion of  sin,  until  the  tempter  began  to  assure  him, 
that  he  was  then  too  young  to  give  up  his  com- 
panions, and  turn  his  thoughts  to  the  gloomy  sub- 
ject of  religion,  and  that  it  would  certainly  be 
early  enough  to  attend  to  such  concerns,  after  he 
had  entered  college.  He  listened,  and  yielded  to 
the  temptation  ;  plunged  into  scenes  of  dissipation 
and  vice,  spent  most  or  all  his  father  had  appro- 
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priated  to  carry  him  through  his  whole  course  of 
study,  and  entered  college,  better  fitted  than  any 
of  his  mates,  and  with  the  avowed  determination  to 
take  the  first  honors  of  his  class.  But  his  intem- 
perance and  profligacy  became  so  notorious,  that 
he  was  expelled  at  the  close  of  the  first  term. 

Atliie  commencement  of  the  second  term  there 
began  to  be  tokens  for  good  among  the  students. 
In  the  mean  time  N.  had  commenced  the  stud/ 
of  law  with  an  attorney  living  near  the  college. 
Soon  afterwards,  N.  knew  there  was  indeed  a 
revival  among  the  students,  and  said  he  was  very 
anxious  to  be  brought  under  its  influence  ;  that  he 
could  never  be  interested  in  the  profession  of  law, 
and  that  his  heart  had  ever  been  set  upon  the 
ministry,  with  the  hope  that  he  should  be  converted, 
as  he  could  never  sustain  the  responsibility  of  that 
sacred  office,  till  he  had  good  evidence  that  he 
was  a  Christian. 

When  these  facts  were  made  known  to  the 
students,  they  sent  a  petition  to  the  faculty,  praying 
that  he  might  be  restored  to  his  place  in  the  college. 
The  petition  was  granted,  and  he  returned  with 
the  determination  to  make  it  his  first,  great 
business,  to  secure  an  interest  in  the  atoning  blood 
of  the  Redeemer.  He  was  now  the  subject  of 
special  prayer,  and  several  pious  students  were 
faithful  in  their  endeavors  to  bring  him  to  imme- 
2* 
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diate  repentance.  For  a  short  soas  ^n,  he  appeared 
to  listen  with  serious  attention  to  all  our  exhorta- 
tions, and  feel  grateful  for  a  remembrance  in  our 
prayers.  But  time  can  never  obliterate  a  remem- 
brance of  the  morning  he  last  called  at  my  room, 
to  converse  with  me  on  the  concerns  of  his  soul. 
I  told  him  others  were  pressing  into  the  kingdom 
before  him,  and  inquired  why  he  did  not  repent 
now  and  submit  to  the  terms  of  the  gospel  without 
further  delay  ?  He  replied,  '*  I  know  what  I  must 
and  ought  to  do  to  be  saved,  and  I  have  tried  to 
submit,  but  I  cannot  repent.  I  don't  beheve  there 
is  any  mercy  for  me." 

I  entreated  him  to  resist  such  wicked  tempta- 
tions, and  urged  him  to  go  immediately  with  all 
his  sins  to  the  blood  of  Christ.  For  a  few  minutes 
he  was  deeply  affected,  but  as  I  continued,  he 
ceased  to  weep,  and  in  a  moment  with  great 
earnestness  he  exclaimed,  "  Stop  !  say  no  more 
to  me  upon  the  subject  of  religion,  or  the  concerns 
of  my  soul.  It  is  all  of  no  use,  I  know  I  shall 
never  repent.  I  am  just  as  sure  I  shall  go  to  hell 
as  if  I  were  already  there.  When  I  made  up  my 
mind,  in  the  academy,  to  put  off  a  preparation  for 
death  till  I  entere  he  college,  I  grieved  away  the 
Holy  Spirit,  and  he  then  departed,  never  to  strive 
with  me  again.  Since  then,  I  have  been  one  of 
the  veriest  wretches   on    earth.      Amid   all  the 
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scenes  of  merriment  and  dissipation,  in  which  I 
have  mingled,  I  have  been  miserable  beyond 
description.  I  have  never  been  able*  for  any 
considerable  time,  to  stifle  the  voice  of  conscience, 
or  to  forget  that  I  must  soon  stand  before  the  bar 
of  an  abused,  insulted  God.  There  remains 
nothing  for  me  but  '  a  certain  fearful  looking  for 
of  judgment,^  Eiud  I  shall  propably  cut  short  my 
days  by  the  grossest  intemperance  and  vice  ;  and 
labor  to  despise  all  the  true  followers  of  Christ,  as 
hypocrites  ;  to  believe  the  Bible  is  a  lie,  and  to 
bring  all  around  me  to  unite  in  scoffing  at  every 
thing  sacred  and  divine." 

These  prophetic  declarations,  spoken  with  such 
seriousness  and  decision  as  to  leave  me,  at  the 
time,  no  hope  that  he  would  ever  be  converted, 
have  thus  far  proved  literally  true.  He  imme- 
diately became  a  most  violent  opposer  of  the 
revival,  and  a  bitter  enemy  to  every  consistent 
Christian  ;  and  seemed  bent  on  spending  all  his 
mental  energies  in  corrupting  himself,  and  those 
under  his  influence,  more  and  more.  He  would 
now  spend  hours  over  his  cups  in  entertain- 
ing his  associates  with  the  most  blasphemous 
derisions  of  Jehovah  and  his  holy  word.  His 
studies  were  now  so  constantly  neglected,  and 
his  mental  faculties  so  completely  prostrated  by 
intemperance  and  debauchery,  that  he  soon  sunk 
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from  the  highest  to  the  lowest  grade  in  his  class. 
In  less  than  three  years  after  he  left  college,  he 
had  spent  a  handsome  fortune,  received  from  his 
father  and  by  his  wife,  and  was  obliged  secretly 
to  leave  the  State  to  avoid  his  creditors.  In  a 
few  months  after  this,  as  a  classmate  and  intimate 
friend  was  passing  a  stable  in  one  of  our  largest 
cities,  he  heard  some  one  swearing  in  a  very 
boisterous  tone,  that  reminded  him  of  N.  He 
turned,  and  to  his  astonishment,  found  he  was 
really  there,  and  apparently  quite  at  home  with  a 
company  of  profane,  intemperate  ostlers.  Where 
or  what  he  is  now,  is  unknown  to  me  ;  but  my 
friend  assured  me,  that  his  countenance  and  whole 
appearance  then  plainly  showed  that,  without  a 
speedy  reformation,  his  earthly  career  must  be 
very  short. 
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THE  ABANDONED. 

[The  following  facts  are  from  the  mouth  of  a  venerable 

clergyman  in  B ,  whose  piivilege  it  is  to  look  back 

upon  half  a  century's  ministerial  labor  in  the  vineyard  of 
his  Lord.] 

In  the  early  part  of  his  ministry,  he  instituted 
circular  conferences,  and  to  make  them  more 
interesting,  and  bring  the  truth  to  bear  more  on 
individual  consciences,  he  adopted  the  plan  of 
personal  conversation.  At  one  of  these  meetings, 
he  began  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  and  was 
going  round,  in  order  to  converse  familiarly  and 
affectionately  with  each  individual.  He  had  pro- 
ceeded but  a  little  way,  when  some  young  ladies, 
who  sat  in  an  opposite  part  of  the  room,  began  to 
bestir  themselves,  and  manifest  a  determination  to 
avoid  a  rencontre,  which  might  possibly  disturb 
their  false  security.  With  much  ado,  and  by  pas- 
sing directly  by  their  minister,  they  got  out  of  the 
room. 

"  I  looked  at  them  as  they  went  out,"  said  the 
venerable  man,  "  and  felt  that  they  were  running 
aivayfrom  the  means  of  grace.  I  marked  them,  I 
have  marked  them — I  have  observed  their  course 
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in  life.  In  the  course  of  my  ministry  here^  I  have 
been  blessed  with  eight  general  revivals — some  of 
them  very  powerful  and  extensive.  They  passed 
through  all,  unint  erested,  indifferent  spectators. 
Not  one  of  them  was  ever  an  anxious,  awakened 
inquirer.  They  died  as  they  had  lived.  A  few 
weeks  ago,  I  committed  the  last  of  them  to 
the  silent  tomb.  They  lived  and  died,  to  hum^n 
view,  uninterested  for  their  souls,  unawakened, 
unconverted,  unsanctified,  unsaved."  What  a 
comment  are  facts  like  these  upon  the  honor 
which  God  puts  upon  the  means  of  grace ;  and 
who  that  reads  this  will  ever  undervalue  or  slight 
them  ?  On  his  own  head  rest  the  responsibility  I 
Verily,  there  is  a  God  that  has  said,  "  my  Spirit 
shall  not  always  strive." 

"  I  was  once  called,"  s^ays  the  same  venerable 
man,  "  to  visit  a  young  lady,  who  was  said  to  be  in 
despair.  She  had,  at  some  time  previous,  been 
serious,  and  had,  it  was  hoped,  resolutely  set  her 
face  Zion-ward.  In  an  evil  hour  some  of  her 
former  associates,  gay,  pleasure-loving  young 
ladies,  called  on  her  to  accompany  them  to  a  ball. 
She  refused  to  go.  The  occasion,  the  company, 
the  parade  and  gaiety,  were  all  utterly  dissonant 
with  her  present  feelings.  With  characteristic 
levity  and  thoughtlessness,  they  urged  her — ridi- 
culed her  "  methodism,"  railed   at  the  cant  and 
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hypocrisy  of  her  spiritual  guides  ;  and,  finally,  so 
far  prevailed,  that  with  a  desperate  effort  to  shake 
off  her  convictions,  and  regain  her  former  carnal 
security,  she  exclaimed,  "  Well,  I  icill  go,  if  I  am 
damned  for  itJ^ 

God  took  her  at  her  word.  The  blessed  Spirit 
immediately  withdrew  his  influences,  and  instead 
of  the  anxious  sigh  and  longing  desire  to  be  freed 
from  the  body  of  sin  and  death,  succeeded,  by 
turns,  the  calmness  and  the  horrors  of  despair. 

The  wretched  victim  knew  that  the  Spirit  had 
taken  his  final  leave  ;  no  compunctions  for  sin,  no 
tears  of  penitence,  no  inquiries  after  God,  no  eager 
seeking  of  the  '*  place  where  Christians  love  to 
meet,"  now  occupied  the  tedious  hours. 

Instead  of  the  bloom  and  freshness  of  health, 
there  came  the  paleness  and  haggardness  of  decay. 
The  wan  and  sunken  cheek,  the  ghastly  glaring 
eye,  the  emaciated  limb,  the  sure  precursors  of 
approaching  dissolution,  were  there.  The  cares- 
ses of  friends,  the  suggestions  of  affection,  all 
were  unheeded.  The  consolations  of  piety,  the 
last  resource  of  the  miserable,  were  to  her  but  the 
bitterness  of  death.  In  this  state  of  mind,  I  was 
called  to  visit  her.  When  I  entered  the  room 
where  she  was,  and  beheld  her,  pale  and  emacia- 
ted, and  reflected  that  the  ravages  of  her  form 
tvithout  but  faintly  shadowed  forth  the  wreck  and 
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desolation  within,  I  was  almost  overpowered. 
Never  had  I  conceived  so  vivid  an  idea  of  the  wo 
and  misery  of  those  who  have  "  quenched  the 
Spirit." 

I  proposed  prayer.  The  word  threw  her  into 
an  agony.  She  utterly  refused.  No  entreaties 
of  friends,  no  arguments  drawn  from  the  love  of 
God,  or  from  the  fulness  and  freeness  of  atoning 
blood,  could  prevail  to  shake  her  resolution.  I 
left  her  without  having  been  able  to  find  a  single 
avenue  to  her  heart,  or  to  dart  one  ray  of  comfort 
into  the  dark  bosom,  which,  to  all  human  view, 
was  soon  to  be  enveloped  in  the  blackness  of  dark- 
ness forever.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  dreadful 
expression  of  that  ghastly  countenance — the  tones 
of  that  despairing  voice.  The  impression  is  as 
vivid  as  though  it  had  been  but  yesterday.  O, 
that  all  the  young,  gay,  thoughtless  ones,  who 
stifle  the  convictions  of  conscience,  and  repress 
the  rising  sigh,  who  dance  along  on  the  brink  of 
utter  reprobation  and  despair,  would  read  and  lay 
to  heart  the  warning  which  the  last  hours  and 
death  of  this  young  lady  are  calculated  so  forcibly 
to  make." 
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THE  DEATH-BED. 

IFrom  a  Clergyman.} 

"  O  for  an  overcoming  faith, 

To  cheer  my  dying  hour, 
To  triumph  o'er  the  monster  death, 

And  all  his  frightful  power  !" 

With  the  subject  of  the  following  sketch  I  had 
been  intimately  acquainted  for  several  years.  She 
was  an  exemplary  member  of  the  church,  and  a 
most  indulgent  mother  of  the  little  flock,  the 
care  of  which  the  Lord  had  devolved  upon  her. 
As  a  wife  and  friend  she  was  loving  and  beloved. 
Early  in  life  her  disease  commenced  the  ravages 
which  ultimately  proved  fatal : — even  while  her 
children  were  very  young,  she  was  numbered  with 
the  dead. 

The  hour  of  parting  with  her  children  was  one 
of  deep  interest.  She  anticipated  it,  and  leaning 
on  the  arm  of  her  Almighty  Friend,  she  stood 
prepared,  and  serene  and  calm  met  the  shock  of 
nature,  and  triumphed  over  it. 

A  few  days  previous  to  her   decease,  one  of  her 

brothers,  to  whom  she  was  particularly  attached, 

came  in  to  see  her,  and  addressed  her,   saying, 

"  Well,  sister,  you  are  still  with  us  a  little  longer 
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in  this  troublesome  world."  She  replied,  "  Yes^ 
but  it  will  not  be  long  ;  I  have  nearly  reached  the 
end  of  my  journey,  and  will  soon  leave  you  all." 
"  But  do  you  not  feel  some  reluctance  at  the 
thought  of  leaving  us,  your  friends  and  neighbors, 
all  behind,  and  never  seeing  us  in  the  world 
again  ?'  "  0  no,  I  can  cheerfully  part  with  you 
all ;  I  feel  no  reluctance."  *' But  how  do  you  feel 
at  the  thought  of  dying,  and  leaving  all  your  Httle 
motherless  children  here  V^  "  O  brother,  /  have 
no  children."  "  Why,  sister,  you  forget,  surely 
your  mind  must  be  somewhat  affected  ;  don't  you 
forget  ?"  "  0,  brother,  they  are  the  Lord's  chil- 
dren. 1  hey  were  his  before  he  put  them  into  my 
hands.  He  gave  them  to  me  to  take  care  of  them 
for  him,  and  I  have  tried  to  do  so,  and  I  have 
long  ago  given  them  all  back  to  him  as  his  own, — 
they  are  not  mine.  While  I  was  with  them,  he 
himself  had  to  take  care  of  and  keep  me  ;  and 
now  he  no  longer  needs  my  care  of  them^  but 
knows  how  to  take  care  of  them  in  the  very  best 
way,  and  he  will  do  it." 

Such  were  the  death -bed  feelings  of  one  of  the 
kindest  of  mothers,  when  looking  round  on  her 
little  flock,  who  stood  by  her  bed-side,  weeping 
indeed,  but  unconscious  of  the  greatness  of  the 
loss  they  were  soon  to  sustain.  On  the  day  she 
departed,  I  was  with  her,  sitting  by  her  bed-side, 
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when  she  still  retained  the  most  perfect  exercise 
of  her  mind.  I  spoke  to  he  r  of  her  departure,  as 
being  net  far  distant.  She  answered  me, — "  O 
I  would  rejoice  that  the  hour  were  come  !  When, 
when  will  my  Lord  come,  and  take  me  to  him- 
self?" I  suggested  to  her,  that  the  Lord  woild 
have  her  to  be  patient  and  resigned,  to  wait  his 
time.  She  answered,"  O  yes,  the  Lord's  time  is 
best,  T  would  not  go  a  moment  before  it  is  his  will 
I  should  go.  Let  him  do  with  me  as  he  sees 
best.  Still,  I  long  to  depart  and  be  with  Christ, 
which  is  far  better."  I  asked  her  if  she  could 
trust  herself  entirely  in  the  hands  of  Jesus  Christ. 
She  replied, — "  O  yes,  1  can  trust  all  in  his  hand. 
I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives,  and  that  I  shall 
see  him  for  myself,  and  not  another."  A  few 
minutes  (not  exceeding  five)  before  she  breathed 
her  last,  she  elevated  both  her  hands,  and  with  a 
voice  to  be  heard  all  over  the  room,  she  exclaimed, 
"  Come — Come — Lord  Jesus — come  quickly  /" 
Her  arms  sunk  down  on  her  bosom,  her  breath- 
ing became  soft,  and  without  a  struggle  or  groan, 
she  sweetly  slept  on  the  bosom  of  her  God. 

Well  might  a  Balaam  have  cried  out  at  such  a 
sight :  "  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous, 
and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his." 

Blessed,  blessed  religion,  that  can  not  only  be- 
guile the  toils,  and  soothe  the  ills   of  /t/e,  but  tm- 
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^fing*  deaf  A  itself,  by  faith  in  the  promise  of  the 
Lord.  What  has  the  world  to  compare  with  this 
triumph  of  an  affectionate,  dying  mother  !  Let 
earthly  minds  divide  among  themselves  all  they 
can  find  beneath  the  sun  ;  but  give  me  my  God. 
Let  me  ^alk  with  him  while  I  live,  and  when  I 
die,  let  his  rod  and  staff  comfort  me,  and  his  smile 
cheer  me;  and  I  can  joyfully  yield  to  others  the 
richest  boons  of  earth ;  while  I  triumphantly  ex- 
claim— 

Welcome, sweet  hour  of  full  discharge, 
That  sets  my  longing  soul  at  large; 
Unbinds  my  chain,  breaks  up  my  cell, 
And  gives  me  with  my  God   to  dwell  i 
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AN  EXCUSE  ANSWERED. 

{From  a  Pastor.'] 

I  WAS  nearly  a  stranger  in  the  town  of  N. 
Having  appointed  to  pass  the  interval  of  service  at 
the  house  of  Mr.  S.  near  by  the  church,  his  daugh- 
ter remained  a  moment  at  the  door  to  conduct  me. 
"  And  why,"  I  said  to  her,  as  we  passed  along, 
"  should  not  you  also  share  in  this  revival,  which 
has  commericed  among  the  youth?  You  do  not 
question  either  the  reality  or  the  value  of  religion?" 
"  Not  at  all,"  she  observed.  "  I  have  always 
been  taught  and  believed  that  I  must  experience 
the  new  birth.  And  I  have  often  wished  that  I 
might  experience  it.  My  hope  is,  that  the  time 
will  yet  come  for  me  to  be  a  partaker  of  this  bles- 
sing." "  But  are  you  quite  satisfied  with  letting 
the  matter  rest  here  ?  Were  you  to  die  in  the 
mean  time,  or  were  the  favored  time  not  to  arrive, 
upon  your  waiting  for  it,  would  you  not  be  irre- 
trievably lost  ?"  "  It  is  true,  indeed,  but  what  can 
I  do  ?  My  salvation  must  be  the  work  of  God. 
I  do  not  suppose  that  I  shall,  of  myself,  do  any 
thing  towards  effecting  it."     "  Still  you  do  not 

feel   satisfied   with  your    present  condition   and 
3* 
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prospects  ?"  "  I  do  not,  but  I  don't  understand 
how  I  can  do  any  thing  to  improve  them."  "  It 
seems  to  me,  Miss  S.,  that  you  are,  to  say  the 
least,  practically  wrong  on  this  important  subject. 
You  cannot,  I  admit,  make  atonement  for  your 
sins,  nor  have  you  need  to  do  it.  '  There  is  for- 
giveness with  God,  that  he  may  be  feared.'  You 
must  also  experience  the  convicting  and  sanctify- 
ing influences  of  the  Holy  Spirit ;  but  can  you  ex- 
pect pardon  or  a  Divine  influence  to  save  you, 
except  you  ask  for  them  ?  Has  God  himself  any 
where  undertaken  to  repent  for  sinners,  or  to  be- 
lieve for  them  ?"  "  He  has  not,  to  be  sure." — 
"  Then  is  there  not  something  for  you  to  do  if 
you  would  be  saved,  notwithstanding  the  sovereign 
grace  and  power  of  God  in  the  matter  ?'  "  I 
suppose  there  may  be."  This  was  the  point  to 
which  I  had  wished  to  direct  her  thoughts,  and 
which  I  perceived  was  beginning  to  be  felt  as 
practically  important.  In  conclusion,  she  prom- 
ised, with  the  help  of  God,  to  give  the  subject  an 
immediate  consideration,  while  I  secretly  prayed 
that  her  resolution  might  not  be  in  vain.  A  few 
days  after  this  interview,  I  was  told  that  Miss  S. 
was  the  most  anxious  among  those  who  inquired 
after  salvation.  It  proved  a  true  account,  and 
soon  after,  she  was  hopefully  numbered  with  the 
penitent. 
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UNIVERSALTSM  IN  A  DYING  HOUR. 

The  subject  of  this  notice  was  the  daughter  of 
Universalist  parents,  and  had  herself,  with  others 
of  the  family,  become  attached  to  the  doctrine 
of  universal  salvation.  This  furnished  a  quiet  to 
her  fears,  whenever  her  conscience  was  oppressed 
with  the  guilt  of  living  in  sin  and  rejecting  the 
gospel. — The  village  where  she  lived  was  blessed 
with  a  revival  of  religion.  While  many  were 
made  subjects  of  the  kingdom  of  God,  by  being 
born  again,  the  delusive  dream  of  Universalism 
led  her  to  believe  that  there  was  no  necessity  of 
being  born  of  the  Spirit,  in  the  present  life.  Sud- 
denly, sickness  visited  her,  and  recovery  was  im- 
possible :  she  7nust  die.  But  ah  !  where  were  her 
hopes  of  Heaven  ?  The  refuge  under  which  she 
had  taken  concealment,  was  swept  away,  and  the 
wrath  of  God  was  revealed  from  Heaven  against 
her  unrighteousness.  She  lost  for  ever  all  hope 
of  becoming  reconciled  to  God.  The  offers  of 
mercy  she  could  not  appropriate  to  herself.  Her 
last  hour  was  at  hand.  A  minister  of  Christ 
stood  by,  and  prayed  for  her  departing  soul.  She 
could  not  ejaculate,  "  Lord  Jesus !  receive  my 
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spirit ;"  but  with  the  giving  up  of  the  ghost,  ut- 
tered a  shriek,  that  will  never  cease  to  ring  in  the 
ears  of  those  who  heard  it.  There  is  fearful  rea- 
son to  think  it  not  her  last. 


A  VOICE  FROM  THE  GRAVE  OF  A  HEEDLESS 
YOUTH. 

[From  a  Clergyman,'] 

In  the  summer  of  1811,  on  the  evening  of  my 
arrival  at  home,  after  an  absence  of  a  few  days,  I 
was  suddenly  called  to  the  bed  side  of  a  sick 
youth,  whose  parents  were  members  of  my  charge. 
he  had  been  recently  brought  home,  severely  ill. 
The  rapid  advances  of  disease  having  left  him  no 
hope  of  life,  and  the  gloom  of  a  hopeless  eternity 
opening  full  upon  his  conscience,  he  had  lain  for 
several  days  in  great  anguish  of  mind.  I  found 
him  iu  an  agony  of  terror,  deepening  every  mo- 
ment, with  death  in  immediate  view.  No  time 
was  to  be  lost ;  the  offer  of  a  long-neglected 
Saviour  was  presented.  He  listened  with  eager- 
ness, but  exhausted  nature  was  no  longer  capable 
of  any  act  of  reflection  or  resolution.  As  I  waited 
with  anxiety  for  some  signs  of  a  favorable  change, 
he  broke  out  in  an  accent  and  with  an  expression 
of  despair  never  to  be  forgotten,  *'  0, 1  am  going— 
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I  am  going.. ..to. ...hell !''  This  cry  was  followed 
by  a  delirium,  which  locked  up  the  faculties  of  the 
soul  for  the  few  remaining  hours  of  life.  The 
same  night  witnessed  his  departure  to  a  world  of 
unchanging  destinies. 

That  young  man  was  of  the  class  which,  by 
its  numbers,  and  its  inaccessible  shyness  of  pasto- 
ral instruction,  contributes  more  than  aijy  other  to 
the  large  measure  of  discouragement  allotted  to 
the  ministry.  He  was  not  notoriously  vicious, 
but  to  a  certain  degree  intemperate,  dissipated  and 
thoughtless.  Quite  careless  of  the  great  concern, 
he  had  probably  never  allowed  conscience  to  own 
his  need  of  a  Saviour,  till  the  tremendous  hour  ar- 
rived which  forced  the  conviction  (apparently  too 
late)  upon  him  !  Reader,  have  you  an  interest  in 
the  atonement  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  ?  If  not, 
let  a  voice  from  the  grave  of  a  heedless  youth  pre- 
vail on  you  to  seek  it  "  to-day." 
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THE  DEATH  BSD  OF  THE  IMPENITENT. 

[From  a  Pastor.] 

"  The  last  state  of  that  man  is  worse  than  the  first  " — 
Matt   xii.  45. 

*'  Hasten,  O  sinner,  to  be  blest. 

And  stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
For  fear  the  curse  should  thee  arrest, 
Before  the  morrow  is  begun." 

During  a  revival  in ,  State   of  N.  Y.,  a 

young  man  became  deeply  impressed  with  the 
necessity  of  personal  religion.  For  several  weeks 
he  attended  punctually,  not  only  on  a  preached 
Gospel,  but  also  on  meetings  for  prayer  and  con- 
ference, and  was  even  seen  in  the  assembly  of 
inquirers,  bowed  down  with  a  conviction  of  his 
guilt,  and  asking  with  great  emotion,  What  must 
I  do  to  be  saved  ?  While  others  complied  with 
the  injunction,  "  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
and  thou  shall  he  saved,^^  he  lingered  and  halted. 
Day  after  day  he  deferred  trusting  in  Christ,  vain- 
ly flattering  himself  that  some  future  time  would 
be  more  favorable  for  the  performance  of  this  duty. 
At  last,  while  realizing  in  some  measure  the 
claims  that   God  had  on  his  aflections,  he  deliber- 
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ately  resolved  to  defer  his  soul's  salvation  a  little 
longer.  He  absented  himself  from  meetings  for 
inquirers,  but  attended  very  punctually  all  other 
meetings*  Soon  afterwards  he  was  perceived  to 
shun  those  whom  he  had  sought  for  advice,  and 
who  had  entreated  him  to  make  the  salvation  of 
his  soul  the  chief  and  immediate  business  of  his 
life.  In  a  few  weeks  he  abandoned  the  prayer 
meetings,  but  was  seen  always  in  the  house  of 
God  on  the  Sabbath.  Not  long  after  he  began  to 
absent  himself  a  part  of  the  day  on  the  Sabbath — 
then  the  whole  of  the  day  ;  and  at  last  was  seen 
going  into  the  woods  with  a  gun  on  his  shoulder, 
to  spend  the  Sabbath  in  huntingo 

When  he  arrived  at  this  step  in  his  downward 
career,  he  removed  into  a  neighboring  town,  where 
he  was  freed  from  many  restraints,  and  remov- 
ed from  scenes  which  were  calculated  to  remind 
him  of  the  great  inward  struggle  he  had  recently 
had  on  the  subject  of  religion.  The  holydays 
were  approaching.  ^  Great  preparations  were 
making  for  a  New  Year's  ball,  at  which  he  antici- 
pated much  pleasure.  The  Mast  Sabbath  of  the 
year  he  went  into  his  workshop  and  continued  at 
work  all  day  at  his  trade.  Two  days  after,  he 
was  taken  suddenly  ill.  He  sent  for  a  physician, 
on  whose  arrival  he  said,  "  Doctor,  I  wish  you  to 
make  me  well  before  Friday  night,  as  I  am  going 
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to  the  ball."  The  physician  told  him  he  was  a 
very  sick  man,  and  that  he  must  give  up  all  ex- 
pectation of  going  there.  *'  But  I  must  go  to  the 
ball,''  he  rejoined,  "  I  have  made  my  calculations, 
and  am  not  to  be  disappointed.  You  must  cure 
me  before  Friday  night." 

On  Thursday,  a  minister  passing  through  the 
place,  heard  that  there  was  a  young  man  danger- 
ously ill,  and  called  to  see  him.  The  youth  treat- 
ed him  with  marked  disrespect,  and  when  asked 
by  the  minister  whether  he  should  pray  for  him, 
replied  in  effect,  "  That  he  did  not  care  whether 
he  prayed  or  not."  On  Friday  morning,  which 
was  the  first  day  of  the  year,  a  sister  hearing  of 
his  illness,  came  from  a  neighboring  town  to  see 
him.  On  seeing  her,  he  said  he  was  exceedingly 
rejoiced  to  see  her,  as  he  was  going  to  the  ball  in 
the  evening,  and  wished  her  to  get  his  clothes  in 
trim  for  the  occasion.  Near  night,  the  physician 
called.  On  his  coming  into  the  room,  the  young 
man  inquired  if  he  was  not  well  enough  to  go  to 
the  ball.  He  said  he  was  free  from  pain — felt  as 
well  as  ever,  and  \Wshed  them  to  get  his  clothes, 
that  he  might  dress  and  make  himself  ready.  The 
doctor  told  him  he  must  dismiss  all  such  subjects 
from  his  mind,  as  he  was  very  dangerously  ill. 
He  replied,  "  I  must  go  to  the  ball — ^I  shall  have 
fine  sport  there — I  am  not  to  be  denied."    Then 
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raising  his  arms  out  of  the  bed,  and  perceiving 
something  unusual  in  their  appearance,he  inquired, 
"  Doctor,  what  are  these  dark  spots  on  my  arms 
and  hands,"  He  was  told  that  it  was  the  fatal 
progress  of  his  disease,  which  was  now  entirely 
beyond  control,  and  which  in  a  very  few  hours 
would  number  him  with  the  dead. 

The  young  man  started  and  said,  "  Doctor, 
you  do  not  mean  as  you  say — you  are  jesting.'' 
His  physician  replied — *'  I  do  mean  as  I  say — it 
is  no  time  to  jest."  "  No,  no,"  replied  the  young 
man,  forcing  a  laugh,  "  you  are  not  serious — you 
are  attempting  to  frighten  me."  "  I  am  serious," 
was  the  reply,  "  what  object  can  I  possibly  have 
to  frighten  you  .?"  "  Are  you,  indeed,  serious  1" 
asked  the  dying  man.  "  Oh,  why  did  you  not  in- 
form me  before,  that  my  case  was  thus  danger- 
ous 1"  "  I  did  inform  you.  The  first  time  I  saw 
you,  I  told  you  that  your  recovery  was  doubtful." 
"  Doctor,  you  must  do  something  for  me."  "  I 
cannot."  "  But,  Doctor,  you  must — I  cannot  die 
— I  am  unprepared — you  must  help  me.  Cannot 
you  do  something  for  me  1"  His  physician  an- 
swered, "  No,  my  friend,  I  cannot."  The  young 
man  now  awoke  to  reflection.  He  thought  on 
his  sins — on  his  soul — on  the  judgment,  and  cried 
out,  "  Oh,  pray  for  me — Oh,  pray  for  me."  The 
Doctor  told  him  he  could  not  pray.  «  Send,  then," 
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he  cried,  "  for  some  one  to  pray  for  me."  After 
a  search  of  some  time,  those  who  had  gone  out  in 
compliance  with  his  request,  returned,  and  inform- 
ed him,  that  they  had  been  unable  to  find  any  one 
who  could  pray.  It  had  been  so  ordered  in  Prov. 
idence,  that  the  few  in  the  neighborhood  who 
could  pray  had  been  called  away  to  some  other 
part  of  the  town,  and  were  not  to  be  found.  He 
then  thought,  and  others  thought,  on  his  treatment 
to  the  minister  of  the  Gospel,  and  felt,  keenly  felt, 
that  he  was  given  up  of  God,  and  abandoned  to 
destruction.  In  a  few  hours  after,  when  his 
giddy  companions  were  dancing  at  the  sound  of 
the  viol,  and  about  the  time  when  he  had  antici- 
pated great  pleasure  in  the  assembly  room — cov- 
ered with  sin,  overwhelmed  with  terror,  and  shriek- 
ing in  despair,  death  hurried  him  away  to  another 
assembly.  Surely  the  last  state  of  that  man  is 
worse  than  the  first. 
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THE  HOPE  THAT  IS  AS  THE  SPIDER'S  WEB. 

"  [Frojn  a  Pastor.'] 

About  ten  years  ago,  soon  after  taking  charge 
of  a  congregation  in  New  England,  I  became 
acquainted  with  an  aged  man,  one  of  my  parish- 
ioners, who  had  for  many  years  been  a  member 
of  the  church,  and  had  been  considered  as  sus- 
taining a  fair  Christian  character. — He  was  en- 
tirely regular  in  his  external  deportment,  constant 
in  his  attendance  on  religious  ordinances,  and 
withal,  as  it  would  seem,  a  diligent  reader  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures. 

Shortly  after  my  acquaintance  with  him  com- 
menced, I  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  find  him 
disposed  to  indulge  in  cavils  concerning  some 
of  the  doctrines  of  the  Bible.  This  led  me  to  a 
close  conversation  with  him  in  respect  to  his  reli- 
gious belief;  in  the  course  of  which  he  honestly 
confessed  that  it  seemed  to  him  there  were  many 
contradictions  and  absurdities  in  the  Bible  ;  that 
the  doctrines  of  atonement  and  justification  by 
faith,  he  did  not  and  could  not  believe  ;  that  he 
rejected  the  doctrine  of  a  divine  influence,  because 
it  made  God  a  hard  master  ;  that  if  he  was  ever 
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saved,  he  expected  to  plead  his  own  righteousness 
as  the  ground  of  his  justification,  and  did  not  expect 
any  favor  through  a  mediator.  In  short,  without 
calling  himself  a  deist,  he  avowed  most  of  the 
principles  of  deism,  and  in  no  respect  rose  above 
a  Socinian. 

After  this,  as  I  lived  in  his  immediate  neighbor- 
hood, my  intercourse  with  him  was  frequent,  and 
I  rarely  conversed  with  him,  but  that  his  peculiar 
religious  views  were  in  some  way  or  other  the 
topic  of  conversation.  The  sentiment  on  which 
he  seemed  to  dwell  with  more  complacency  than 
any  other,  w^as,  that  he  had  lived  a  uniformly 
blameless  life,  and  had  done  nothing  for  which  a 
just  God  could  condemn  him.  But  there  was  so 
much  of  a  cavilling  spirit  apparent  in  his  c  onver- 
sation,  and  such  an  entire  absence  of  a  humble 
and  teachable  temper,  that,  after  a  while,  I  de- 
clined, so  far  as  I  could,  conversing  with  him  on 
these  subjects;  being  fully  convinced,  that  so 
long  as  he  retained  that  state  of  mind,  there  was 
no  prospect  of  my  doing  him  any  good. 

At  length  he  was  laid  suddenly  on  a  sick  bed, 
and  to  all  human  appearance,  his  case,  after  a 
short  time,  became  nearly  desperate.  I  visited 
him  in  the  hope  of  finding  his  delusions  were 
broken  up  ;  but  instead  of  that,  he  seemed,  if 
possible,  more  firmly  entrenched  in  his    system 


THE    FALSE    HOPE.  37 

of  error  than  he  had  ever  been  before;  though 
there  was  still,  as  there  had  always  been,  an  appa- 
rent restlessness,  which  led  me  to  doubt  the  entire 
honesty  of  his  convictions.  I  prayed  at  his 
bedside  and  came  away  with  a  truly  fearful  pre- 
sentiment respecting  his  condition.  A  day  or 
two  elapsed,  and  he  sent  an  urgent  request  that  I 
would  repeat  my  visit.  I  found  him  exceedingly 
reduced  by  the  power  of  his  disease,  insomuch 
that  he  was  at  first  scarcely  able  to  articulate  a 
word.  I  inquired  of  him  in  respect  to  his  views 
of  his  condition  and  prospects,  and  he  gave  me 
an  answer  which  was  consistent  only  with  the 
creed  of  an  infidel,  and  which  indicated  that  no 
favorable  change  had  taken  place  in  his  feelings* 
I  paused  for  a  moment,  and  just  as  I  was  about 
to  resume  the  conversation,  he  seemed  suddenly 
to  gather  fresh  strength,  and  bursting  into  a  pro- 
fusion of  tears,  "  Oh,  why  am  I  doing  this  ]  I 
have  sent  for  you  for  a  very  different  purpose. 
I  feel  now  that  I  am  a  miserable  sinner  ;  and  I 
desire  that  you  w^ill  take  me  in  the  arms  of  faith 
and  carry  me  to  the  cross  of  Calvary,  and  set  me 
down  beneath  the  droppings  of  atoning  blood,  and 
beseech  that  dying  Saviour  to  have  mercy  upon 
me." 

He  continued  to  talk  in  this   strain  till  he  was 

nearly   exhausted.     I  prayed   with  him,  and  en- 

4* 
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deavored,  agreeably  to  his  request,  to  commend 
him  to  the  compassion  and  forgiveness  of  that 
Saviour,  whom  he  had  so  long,  even  while 
wearing  the  garb  of  a  disciple,  insolently  rejected. 
He  was  for  a  time  completely  melted  and  over- 
powered, and  I  could  not  but  hope  that  in  his  old 
age,  and  perhaps  on  the  bed  of  death,  he  might 
be  made  a  monument  of  that  distinguishing  grace, 
which  he  had  so  often,  in  my  hearing,  made  the 
subject  of  contemptuous  cavils.  I  saw  him  again 
shortly  after,  when  there  was  more  hope  of  his 
recovery,  and  I  perceived  at  once,  indications  of 
a  distressing  change  in  the  state  of  his  mind. 
He  had  completely  got  back  to  his  old  ground, 
was  restored  to  his  former  good  opinion  of  him- 
self, and  seemed  to  realize  as  little  as  I  had  ever 
known  him,  the  value  of  a  mediator. 

When  I  reminded  him  of  the  feelings  which  he 
had  expressed  to  me,  when  he  supposed  himself  at 
the  gates  of  eternity,  he  replied  that  he  had  indeed 
some  such  feelings  then,  but  that  they  were  only 
momentary,  and  there  was  little  importance  to  be 
attached  to  any  thing  that  might  be  said  by  a  per- 
son in  such  circumstances.  He  regained  his 
health,  and  continued  as  before,  for  several 
months,  when  he  had  another  attack  of  disease, 
which  proved  to  be  his  last.  Then  again  I  visit- 
ed him  repeatedly,  but  could  never  succeed,  even 
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for  a  moment,  in  directing  his  eye  towards  the 
cross.  He  uniformly  persisted  in  saying  that  he 
had  done  nobody  any  hurt,  and  that  he  expected 
to  be  finally  acquitted  on  the  ground  of  what  he 
had  himself  done,  and  not  on  the  ground  of  what 
another  had  done  for  him.  I  had  seen  the  blas- 
phemer and  the  profligate  die,  but  never  witnessed 
a  dying  scene  that  made  me  shudder  more  than 
that  of  this  aged,  self-righteous  professor  of  reli- 
gion. 


WILL  IT  BEAR  TRIAL? 

In  the  town  of  M ,  in  the  State  of  N.  York, 

lives  a  Mr.  B.,  who  once  openly  denounced  the 
Bible,  as  claiming  to  be  the  inspired  word  of  God, 
and  was  a  boisterous  champion  for  the  doctrine  of 
universal  saivation.  So  strong  was  his  delusion, 
that  he  once  openly  declared,  that  he  would  will- 
ingly, sword  in  hand,  shed  his  last  drop  of  blood 
in  defence  of  his  belief. 

Being,  however,  seized  with  a  violent  disease, 
and  apparently  approaching  that  eternity  where 
the  awful  decision  of  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  his 
scheme  would  be  made  known  to  him,  he  was 
visited  with  some  unwelcome  mismvinofs.     Al- 
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though  formerly  among  the  boldest  asserters  of 
his  favorite  doctrine,  he  began  lo  ask  himself  with 
solicitude,  ''  will  it  bear  trial  ?  After  all  my  con- 
fidence, am  I  willing  to  venture  my  eternity  up- 
on it  ?'  Then  followed  a  period  of  awful  sus- 
pense. It  seemed  as  if  the  interests  of  eternity 
were  concentrated  in  the  inquiry  then  absorbing 
all  the  powers  of  his  soul.  But  the  suspense  vfas 
short.  A  voice,  as  it  w^ere,  from  Heaven,  seemed 
to  say,  "  JVIene,  jMem,  TeheV^  Conscience 
awoke,  and  the  awful  delusion  fled.  The  wailings 
of  the  pit  seemed  too  well  deserved,  too  near  to 
be  scoffed  at.  A  conviction  of  his  own  vileness 
at  once  swept  away  the  whole  array  of  proofs 
which  he  had  so  industriously  collected  in  favor 
of  Universalism.  Bat  although  fully  convinced, 
in  his  ov/n  mind,  that  the  doctrine  of  endless  pun- 
ishment was  no  fiction,  he  still  determined  to  die, 
in  the  view  of  others,  an  adherent  of  his  former 
belief.  He  had  formerly  made  repeated  declara- 
tions, when  hearing  that  others  had  recanted, 
"  that  whoever  saw  him  die,  would  see  him 
die  a  Universalist."  The  hour  came,  as  he 
thought :  and  he  could  not  bear  to  be  called  a 
coward.  He  therefore  concealed  his  views  for 
sometime.  But  who  can  contend  against  God? 
Conviction  increased  upon  conviction,  until  the 
burden  of  his  sins  became  overpowering  ;  and  in 


WILL    IT    BEAR    TRIAL?  41 

anguish  of  spirit  he  exclaimed^  ''  I  am  undone ! 
I  must  die — and  an  eternal  hell  is  my  portion  !" 

His  former  associates  now  clustered  around 
him.  "  Don't  be  frightened — God  is  merciful 
and  cannot  do  wrong."  "  I  know  it,"  he  replied, 
"  and  that  is  what  troubles  me.  His  mercy  I 
have  abused,  and  deserve  nothing  but  wrath. 
God  will  not  do  wrong.  No,  he  will  not  do  so 
wrong  as  to  let  me  escape  !  I  see  no  way  to  be 
pardoned !"  Pen  cannot  describe  the  agony  of 
his  soul.  He  would  point  to  the  Bible : — "  There 
— there  is  the  book  I  have  tried  to  deny  and 
abuse  !  I  now  believe  it  to  be  all  true." 

In  this  state  of  mind  he  remained  for  two  weeks. 
The  intense  interest  of  his  soul  on  the  subject 
of  its  eternal  prospects  caused  him  to  fasten  on 
every  thought  that  was  suggested  m  relation  to  fu- 
turity. Some  scattered,  feeble  recollections  of 
Christ  remained  among  the  confused  mass  of  his 
thoughts, — some  lingering  conceptions  respecting 
an  atonement,  as  having  formed  a  part  of  the  re- 
ligion he  had  viUfied  in  the  days  of  his  hardness 
of  heart.  Upon  this  atonement  his  soul  fastened. 
A  gleam  of  hope  that  possibly  God  might  yet  for- 
give him,  entered  his  bosom,  and  he  threw  himself 
at  once,  as  the  chief  of  sinners,  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  resolving,  if  he  should  perish,  to  perish 
there. 
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Soon  his  troubled  spirit  found  rest.  Here- 
rejoiced  greatly,  believing  with  all  his  heart. 
From  that  time  he  began  to  recover,  and  for  more 
than  a  year  has  exhibited  a  faith  and  conversation 
in  consistency  with  the  doctrines  of  the  cross. 


"TELL  THEM,  FROM  ME,  NOT  TO  FOLLOW 
MY  EXAMPLE.^' 

[From  a  Clergyvimi.'] 

Miss  A.  was  a  young  lady  of  reputable  stand- 
ing in  one  of  the  towns  of  New  England.  She 
had  been  blessed  with  a  tolerable  education,  was 
much  esteemed  by  her  young  friends,  and  had,  in 
many  things,  endeared  herself  to  her  acquaintan- 
ces and  the  society  at  large.  She  was  a  young 
lady  of  an  unblemished  moral  reputation,  and 
seemed  not  far  from  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  She 
was  rising  of  twenty  years  of  age,  and  had  lived 
through  one  or  two  revivals  of  religion  ;  but,  like 
many  others,  delayed  the  work  of  repentance  till 
a  season,  which,  in  her  estimation,  should  be  con- 
venient. As  a  member  of  a  Bible  class,  she  ac- 
quitted herself  well,  and  much  endeared  herself  to 
her  teacher.  She  felt  that  religion  was  important, 
and  she  meant  to  make  it  her  business,  after  be- 
coming settled  in  life,  for  she  was  soon   to  have 
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been  married  to  a  young  man  of  good  standing, 
and  of  piety. 

Under  these  circumstances,  and  just  upon  the 
dawn  of  another  revival  in  her  native  parish,  she 
was  taken  sick.  No  fears  were  entertained  of 
her  safety  for  a  number  of  weeks  :  she  was,  in- 
deed, thought  to  be  gaining  for  some  days,  until 
the  day  before  she  died,  when,  suddenly,  her 
disease  put  on  a  more  terrible  and  threatening 
aspect,  and  it  soon  became  apparent  that  death 
w^as  rapidly  approaching,  and  that  her  dissolution 
was  not  very  distant.  In  this  situation  I  found 
her  on  the  day  of  her  death.  Her  prospects, 
feelings,  and  preparation  for  eternity,  could  only 
be  gathered  from  the  little  which  she  could  com- 
municate, between  the  paroxysms  of  pain  with 
which  she  was  visited.  I  found  her  crying,  with 
almost  every  breath,  "  be  merciful !  God,  be  mer- 
ciful, God,  be  merciful,  to  me,  a  sinner  !  Do 
pray  for  me,"  &c.  During  prayer  she  w^as  more 
calm,  but  as  soon  as  prayer  was  ended,  she  began 
again,  and  added,  "  do  keep  praying !" 

She  was  urged  to  go  to  Jesus  Christ,  who  never 
turned  aw^ay  any  penitent,  trembling  sinner,  who 
came  to  him.  But  she  would  say,  "  I  cannot  go 
to  Christ !  I  know  not  how  to  go  !  It  is  all  dark  ! 
and  there  is  notbing  before  me  but  a  miserable 
eternity !     0  how  good  it  would  have  been  for 
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me  never  to  have  been  bom !  I  am  lost,  lost  for- 
ever !" — She  was  asked,  if  she  had  any  message 
to  send  to  the  young  people,  as  the  next  day 
would  be  the  Sabbath.  She  answered,  "  Tell 
them,  from  me,  not  to  follow  my  example  !  and 
not  to  put  off  repentance  as  I  have  done !  Tell 
them  that  a  dying  bed  is  an  awful  place  to  prepare 
to  die  !     I   feel,  I  fear,    that  it  cannot   be  done  !'> 

She  was  asked  if  she  did  not  believe  Christ 
would  have  mercy  on  her,  accept  her  and  give  her 
peace,  if  she  would  go  to  him."  She  replied,  "I 
do  not  know  whether  he  would  have  mercy  on 
me  or  not !  I  feel  that  it  is  doubtful  whether  he 
will  receive  me  if  I  go  to  him  1" 

When  urged  to  make  the  experiment,  she  would 
say,  "  How  can  I  go  to  Christ !  How  can  I 
believe !"  Her  soul  seemed  covered  with  a 
cloud,  which  nothing  could  penetrate.  There  did 
not  appear  any  thing  hke  malice  about  her,  but  a 
feeling  sense  of  the  righteousness  of  her  condem- 
nation, because  God  had  called  her  so  often,  and 
she  had  rejected.  She  died  on  the  evening  of  the 
same  day  T  visited  her,  without  any  apparent  alle- 
viation, either  in  her  feehngs  or  in  her  views. — 
"  Be  wise  to  day,  His  madness  to  deferj'^ 
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[The  following  communication  has  been  put  into  our 
hands  by  the  individual  to  whom  it  was  originally  ad- 
dressed. Having  been  mercifully  rescued  from  the  paths 
of  the  destroyer,  in  answer  to  the  prayers  of  a  faithful 
mother,  he  has  himself  been  the  instrument  of  turning 
mamj  to  righteousness.  He  has  for  many  years  occupied 
a  highly  important  station  in  the  church  of  God,  and 
been  one  of  her  most  active,  laborious  and  successful 
ministers.  His  name  is  not  to  be  disclosed  in  connexion 
with  this  document,  until  he  shall  have  been  gathered  to 
his  fathers  ;  but  the  letter  itself  has  been  esteemed  too 
precious  to  be  any  longer  concealed.  Yv^e  have  had  the 
privihge  of  seeing  the  original,  and  of  witnessing  the 
tears  of  a  grateful  son,  as  he  opened  and  perused  this 
sacred  deposit  ;  and  have  no  doubt  that  we  copy  from  the 
hand  writing  of  one  who  has  gone  to  her  rest  in  the 
heavens.  Pious  parents  will  esteem  it  a  privilege  often 
to  advert  to  the  precious  sentiments  here  expressed  by 
this  godly  mother. — Editor  Pastor^ s  Journal.] 

LETTER  FROM  A  MOTHER  TO  HER  SON. 
jJliig.   10,  1810. 


To 


The  child  of  my  prayers,  tears,  and  vows ^  this  paper 
is  dedicated,  when  I  am  no  more. 

My  dear  son, 

I  am  this  day  fifty  years  old,  and  this  week,  I 
have  reason  to  think,  you  have  been  separated  to 
the  work  of  the  Gospel  JMinistry ;  consecrated  an 
tSmbassador  of  the  Kmg  of  Glory  to  guihy  man  ! 
I  would  bless  God  that  I  have  lived  to  see  this 
event.  Far  greater  is  my  joy,  than  to  have  seen 
you  crowned  an  earthly  monarch. 
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And  now,  my  son,  as  I  am,  not  only  by  bodily 
infirmities,  but  by  age,  called  to  look  into  the 
grave,  I  desire  to  set  my  house  in  order,  that  I 
may  be  ready  to  depart  at  the  sovereign  call  of 
Heaven.  For  the  honor  of  a  faithful,  prayer-hear- 
ing God,  and  for  your  encouragemer:t  in  prayer,  I 
now  record  some  things  respecting  you. 

You  have  often  heard  of  my  extreme  sickness 
at  your  birth.  Perhaps,  by  that,  my  mind  was 
better  prepared  to  receive  you  as  the  peculiar  gift 
of  God.  i  think  I  have  more  evidence  of  acting 
ftith,  in  devoting  you  to  God  in  baptism,  than  in 
devoting  any  other  one  of  my  children.  Tour 
own  memory  will  be  the  best  witness  for  me,  as  to 
the  pains  I  took,  in  your  education,  to  impress 
your  mind  early  with  a  sense  of  divine  things.  I 
am  not  conscious  of  having  done  more  for  you,  in 
this  respect,  than  for  my  other  children.  But  when, 
in  your  early  years,  you  discovered  a  propensity 
to  vice,  how  great  was  my  distress  for  you  !  I 
know  that  you  often  witnessed  my  tea7^s,  but  the 
anguish  of  my  heart  you  was  a  stranger  to.  And 
when,  in  the  face  of  all  instructions,  entreaties, 
warnings,  reproofs  and  corrections,  you  still  per- 
sisted in  that  course,  what  could  be  my  resort,  but 
the  throne  of  grace  ? 

You  well  remember  the  day  of  fasting  and 
prayer,  set  apart  by  your  father  and  myself  on 
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your  account.  My  heart  was  that  day  overborne 
with  sorrow.  I  thought  it  would  be  comparatively 
easy  to  follow  you  to  the  grave,  to  what  I  then 
suffered.  But  my  Heavenly  Father  was  pleased 
to  show  me,  before  the  day  was  over,  that  my  help 
and  hope  wxre  only  in  Him ;  and  to  Him  did  my 
heart  turn,  as  to  its  only  refuge  ;  insomuch  that, 
when  the  day  was  ended,  I  felt  as  though  my  work 
w^as  just  begun. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe  to  you,  un- 
less you  know  experimentally  what  it  is  to  wrestle 
with  God,  the  ardor  of  my  soul  before  God,  on 
your  account.  At  first  I  seemed  to  be  content  to 
plead  for  restraining  grace  for  you.  But  I  did 
not  long  rest  there.  The  promises  of  a  Covenant- 
God,  respecting  the  righteous  and  their  seed,  were 
very  sweet  to  my  soul.  I  knew  that  God  would 
be  inquired  of  by  the  house  of  Israel,  to  do  this 
for  them.  It  was  his  constituted  way  of  bestow- 
ing the  blessing ;  therefore  I  had  confidence  to 
plead  with  him.  My  work  seemed  plain  before  me ; 
and  I  had  no  disposition  to  relax  in  it  at  all  until 
God  should  appear  for  you.  I  told  no  one  my 
feelings  ;  not  even  your  father.  The  work  was 
between  God  and  my  own  soul ;  and  1  firmly  be- 
lieved that  he  would,  in  his  own  time,  answer  my 
prayer, 

That  you  may  better  judge  of  my  feelings,  I 


48  PASTORAL    SKEl'CHES. 

will  relate  one  circumstance.  In  the  course  of  a 
few  months  after  these  impressions  on  my  mind, 
I  was  taken  sick.  I  was,  at  first,  taken  violently, 
and  thought  that  perhaps  God  was  about  to  re- 
move me.  You  was  then  the  nearest  on  my  heart 
of  any  object  in  the  world.  My  work,  as  to  you, 
was  not  done.  To  whom  should  I  commit  it  if  I 
were  removed  ?  I  determined  to  wait  for  more 
decided  appearances  in  my  disorder,  and,  if  I 
found  myself  going,  to  commit  this  work  to  your 
father,  enjoining  it  on  him,  as  my  dying  request, 
neve7^  to  cease  wrestling  with  God  for  you,  till  you 
should  be  gathered  into  his  fold.  But  God,  in 
mercy  to  you  and  my  other  children,  I  hope,  re- 
stored me  ;  and  with  renewed  vigor  I  returned  to 
my  closet. 

When  the  first  serious  impressions  were  made 
on  your  mind,  that  I  was  acquainted' with,  I  felt  a 
new  and  fresh  engagedness  in  my  work.  Some- 
times, at  least,  the  midnight  hour  has  witnessed 
my  prayers  and  tears  for  you.  You  will  not  now 
wonder  that  I  was  anxious  to  know  your  particular 
state  of  mind,  while  you  was  absent  from  me,  at 
college.  Sometimes,  indeed,  I  was  ready  to  limit 
the  Almighty,  and  say,  O  /  let  the  salvation  of  God 
come,  this  night,  to  my  child  I  But  God  taught 
me  more  commonly  to  lie  at  his  ieei,  and  humbly 
implore  the  blessing  in  his  own  time  and  way.    In 
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his  own  time,  he  has,  I  trust,  brought  you  forth  to 
the  light,  and  you  behold  his  righteousness  ;  yes, 
Ihe  complete  righteousness  of  Jesus,  your  Advo- 
cate on  high  ! 

When  I  am  sleeping  in  the  dust,  look  over  this 
sheet,  my  son,  and  give  glo7nj  to  God,  who  has 
wrought  such  wonders  for  you.  Look  upward,  and 
be  animated  to  double  your  diligence  in  the  work 
of  the  Lord.  Remember  that  short  is  the  space 
between  us  ;  and  as  we  are  both  infinitely  indebted 
to  free,  rich  and  sovereign  grace,  will  it  not  be  un- 
speakable pleasure  to  celebrate  that  grace  for  ever 
and  ever? 

And  when  you  leave  this  mortal  stage,  may  your 
children  be  left  on  earth,  a  seed  to  serve  the  God 
of  their  fathers,  that,  through  us,  his  praise  may 
be  handed  down  to  latest  generations ! 
Your  Affectionate  Mother, 

*******  *******^ 

6* 
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"  MY  MORALITY  WON'T  SAVE  ME.'' 
{From  a  Clergyman.l 

A  YOUNG  man  twenty-eight  years  of  age,  had 
often  been  observed  by  myself  and  others,  as  an 
uncommon  example  of  morality.  He  was  regu- 
lar in  his  attendance  on  public  worship,  and  in  the 
house  of  God,  there  was  about  him  an  air  of 
gravity  and  earnest  attention,  which  reproved  the 
dulness  of  many  a  professor.  For  years  he  had 
resisted  the  repeated  solicitations  of  coxnpanions 
to  engage  in  their  frivolous  amusements.  A  dan- 
cing-school and  ball-room  v/ere,  in  his  view,  unfit 
places  for  beings,  with  whom  time  is  short — be- 
ings fast  bound  to  eternity.  He  had  often  been 
importuned  to  accompany  his  fellow  youth  on  ex- 
cursions of  pleasure  on  the  Sabbath  ;  but  it  was 
an  essential  item  in  the  code  of  his  morals  to  re- 
member the  Sabbath  day  and  keep  it  holy.  He 
did  not  allow  himself  to  read  worldly  books,  or 
converse  on  worldly  subjects  on  that  day.  It 
was  his  practice  to  study  his  Bible  during  the  in- 
tervals of  rehgious  worship.  He  had  also  read 
Doddridge,  and  Baxter,  and  Bunyan,  in  connexion 
with  the  Scriptures.  His  steadfastness  in  pursu- 
ing this  course  of  conduct,  was  the  more  observa- 
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ble  from  the  fact,  that  in  the  family  where  he  had 
lived,  he  was  constantly  assailed  by  the  doctrines 
of  Pantheism,  which  was  the  received  religion. 
The  works  of  Volney,  and  Paine,  and  Hume, 
were  thrown  in  his  way,  for  the  purpose  of  prose- 
lyting him  to  their  gloomy  system.  After  read- 
ing and  pondering,  he  was  the  more  confirmed  in 
his  belief  of  the  Bible.  The  doctrinal  views 
which  he  had  embraced  were  evangelical,  and  no 
wind  of  doctrine  was  able  to  shake  him.  All  that 
the  young  man  in  the  gospel  said,  could  be  said 
by  him. 

One  day  this  same  young  man  called  on  me 
with  the  solemn  inquiry,  "  v/hat  must  I  do  to  be 
saved  V^  ''  Have  you  not  been  doing  much," 
said  I,  "  ill  order  to  be  saved  '?  Your  life  has  been 
regular,  and  you  have  done  many  things."  "  True, 
I  have  done  many  things  ;  but  my  morality  won't 
save  me,  and  I  never  have  felt  fully  satisfied  that 
I  was  safe  in  resting  in  such  superficial  prepara- 
tion." "  With  all  your  outward  goodness,  have 
you  given  any  attention  to  the  private  duties  of 
religion  ?'  "  I  have — for  ien  years  I  have  not 
ceased  to  pray  morning  and  evening."  "  Have 
you  not  been  sometimes  irregular  in  secret 
prayer  ?"  "  Never — I  do  not  recollect  having  ne- 
glected the  duty  more  than  three  or  four  times 
during  the  whole  period.     But  then  I  have  prayed 


62  PASTORAL   SKETCHES. 

to  keep  my  conscience  quiet,  not  because  the 
duty  was  a  delight.  All  my  moral  doings,  and 
my  ten  years  of  praying,  and  my  knowledge  of 
the  Scriptures,  do  not  now  afford  me  any  grounds 
for  indulging  the  hope,  that  I  am  a  friend  of  God. 
— I  have  had,  of  late,  convincing  evidence,  that 
mvmind  is  enmity  against  God,  and  that  my 
heart  is  hard  and  impenitent.  I  am  a  monument 
of  divine  forbearance.  But  he  has  arrested  my 
attention,  and  removed  the  refuge  to  which  I  was 
secretly  trusting.  And  I  feel  that  it  is  with  me  the 
last  time.  I  have  done  every  thing  but  submit  to 
God.  0  how  shall  I  get  rid  of  this  rebellious 
heart?  What  must  I  do  to  be  saved?'  "You 
must  obey  the  injunction  immediately,  my  son^ 
give  me  thine  hearV^ 

Here  was  a  man  distressed  for  his  soul — hav- 
ing no  hope  ;  though  he  had,  from  his  youth  up, 
been  a  boasted  specimen  of  irreproachable  mo- 
rality, a  constant  attendant  on  secret  devotion,  a 
conscientious  observer  of  the  Sabbath,  and  cor- 
rect in  his  speculative  views  of  religion.  If  any 
man  could  hope  for  acceptance  with  God  on  the 
score  of  his  good  works,  fee  could.  But  as  soon 
as  he  has  a  discovery  of  his  heart,  he  is  convinced, 
that  it  is  far  from  being  right  in  the  sight  of 
God.     What  was  his  glory,  he  counted  his  shame. 

In  a  few  days  he  called  upon  me  again.     I  in- 
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quired  what  were  his  feelings.  A  smile  kindled 
in  his  countenance  as  h3  replied  ;  "  I  think  my 
stubborn  heart  has  at  length  yielded  the  point, 
and  surrendered  to  God.  O,  there  is  a  sweet 
and  heavenly  peace  flowing  from  unreserved  trust 
in  God.  Never  before  did  I  know  the  pleasures 
of  godly  sorrow.  What  tender  meltings  of  soul 
I  have  had,  while  sitting  at  the  foot  of  the  cross." 
*'  You  do  not  think,"  said  I,  "  that  there  is  any 
reason  for  you  to  hope  from  your  past  regular- 
ity of  life,  and  much  praying  1"  ''  Certainly  not. 
If  I  am  now  a  child  of  God,  I  have  been  born 
again,  since  I  last  saw  you.  I  feel  like  helpless 
infancy,  just  passing  over  the  threshold  of  life  ; 
I  need  hourly  nourishment.  How  precious  the 
promise.  As  thy  day  is  so  shall  thy  strength  be." 
He  has  gone  to  his  master's  work  bearing  testi- 
mony, that  w^iatever  a  man  may  be,  and  how 
much  soever  he  may  do,  if  he  is  not  born  again, 
he  cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God, 
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A  CHILD  OF  PLEASURE  CONVERTED,    THE 

INSTRUMENT  OF  THREE  REVIVALS, 

[The  following  is  selected  from  an  interesting  account 
of  a  revival  in  the  State  of  New-York,  which  resulted  in 
the  hopeful  conversion  of  more  than  one  hundred  souls. 
From  a  clergyman] 

The  first  hopeful  convert  in  this  revival  was  a 
young  lady  from  abroad,  at  that  time  visiting  her 
friends  in  this  place.  She  had  been  religiously 
educated,  and  moved  in  circles  of  the  first  res- 
pectabihty  ;  in  the  things  of  this  world  affluent — 
her  natural  constitution  cheerful — in  the  bloom  of 
health,  and  morning  of  life — in  her  manners  amia- 
ble, but  in  her  heart  an  enemy  to  God.  Fearless 
and  proudly  she  went  with  Israel  to  the  courts  of 
the  Lord  ;  there  her  attention  was  arrested  to  the 
concerns  of  her  soul.  From  an  unseen  hand  an 
arrow  of  distress  was  lodged  in  her  heart;  her 
soul  was  filled  with  anguish,  and  her  eyes  with 
grief.  She  returned  with  her  friends,  weeping  for 
her  sins,  and  saying,  Christians,  pray  for  me. 
She  wore  out  her  sleepless  nights  and  gloomy 
days,  until,  like  Mary,  she  bowed  at  Jesus'  feet, 
and  was  forgiven  ;  she  really  appeared  like  one 
converted,  and  became  as  a  little  child :  she  v/ent 
to  work  for  the  Lord  without  delay,  calling  on  her 
associates  to  repent,  and  flee  from   the  wrath  to 
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come  ;  with  uncommon  ardor,  and  unshaken 
confidence  in  the  Bible,  she  prayed  much,  and 
with  others  ;  God  heard  her  prayers.  At  this 
time,  a  sceptical  brother,  hearing  that  his  dear  sis- 
ter was  frightened  with  rehgion,  came  after  her. 
She  pleaded  to  stay  longer,  that  she  might  enjoy 
the  revival,  and  the  society  of  a  pious  sister  whom 
she  was  visiting ;  but,  no,  she  must  go  home, 
where  there  was  no  religious  fanaticism,  and  join 
her  o'd  circle  of  gay  companions,  and  become 
herself  again.  She  returned  with  her  brother,  but 
his  object  was  defeated,  his  hopes  blasted.  On 
her  arrival  at  home  she  immediately  commenced 
visiting  the  sisters  of  the  church,  and  praying  with 
them,  for  there  was  a  church  in  that  place,  but  in 
a  very  low  state.  The  night  had  been  long  and 
dark,  and  their  minister  had  just  left  them  ;  she 
soon  succeeded  in  persuading  a  number  of  fe- 
males to  commence  a  prayer  meeting  to  pray  for 
a  revival,  when  the  spirit  of  the  Lord  descended 
in  power.  The  great  Shepherd  sent  them  a  faith- 
ful minister,  and  I  have  been  credibly  informed, 
that  as  many  as  eighty,  some  time  ago,  had  united 
with  the  church  as  the  fruits  of  the  revival. 
Among  these  was  the  subject  of  this  narrative, 
with  many  of  her  old  circle  of  youthful  associates. 
We  have  recently  heard  of  a  revival  in  another 
direction  from  us,  which  was  evidently  com- 
menced in  something  the  same  way.  Several  young 
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people,  in  a  place  about  three  miles  from  this, 
were  first  awakened  by  a  visit  with  some  of  their 
converted  friends  from  this  society,  and  have  since 
united  with  the  church  in  that  place,  where  there 
are  now  very  encouraging  prospects  of  a  revival. 


GIVING  UP  ALL  FOR  CHRIST  A  TEST  OF 
CONVERSION. 

Mr.  R.  was  a  man  of  the  world,  wholly  devoted 
to  its  fashions,  and  deriving  no  small  share  of  his 
living  from  a  business  which  ministered  the  means 
of  dissipation  to  the  children  of  folly  and  vice. 
He  continued  this  employment  for  many  years, 
until  he  became  almost  disqualified  by  habit  for 
the  pursuit  of  any  other.  At  length,  in  a  powerful 
revival,  he  was  apparently  deeply  wrought  upon 
in  view  of  his  sins,  and  after  a  season  of  protracted 
conviction,  was  thought  to  have  believed  in  Jesus. 

As  he  had  little  property  laid  up,  the  lapse  of  a 
few  weeks  brought  up  the  question,  whether  he 
would  relinquish  his  old  employment,  which  was 
manifestly  inconsistent  with  the  character  of  a 
Christian.  For  some  time  the  struggle  was  severe. 
He  had  moved  in  a  fashionable  circle,  and  been  ac- 
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Customed  to  a  style  of  living  very  different  from 
that  which  he  could  support  by  any  other  proba- 
ble means  of  livelihood.  To  come  down  to  the 
very  borders  of  poverty,  and  labor  with  his  hands 
for  his  daily  bread,  was  trying  in  the  extreme  to 
his  feelings.  Like  the  young  man  in  the  Gospel, 
who  was  very  sorrowful  because  he  was  required 
to  give  up  his  great  possessions,  Mr.  R.  eventu- 
ally gave  up  his  Christian  profession  with  the  re- 
mark— "  If  religion  won't  keep  me,  I  can't  keep 
it."  He  returned  to  his  old  employment,  and 
from  that  time  gave  no  more  evidence  of  piety. 

The  providence  of  God,  in  this  case,  detected 
a  spurious  convert,  when  it  is  probable,  if  he  had 
been  able  to  change  his  business  with  ease,  or 
support  himself  on  property  previously  acquired, 
he  might  have  glided  smoothly  through  life,  no 
one  doubting  the  reality  of  his  change.  Doubtless, 
had  he  given  up  all  for  Christ,  and  been  willing  to 
suffer  rather  than  to  sm,  the  promise  would  have 
been  fulfilled,  ^' Every  one  that  hath  forsaken 
houses  or  lands,  for  my  name^s  sake,  shall  receive 
an  hundred  fold,  and  shall  inherit  life  eveiflasting,^^ 
How  unspeakably  necessary  is  it  that  persons  in 
setting  out  in  the  Christian  course  be  plainly  fold 
that  religion  implies  the  giving  up  of  evenj  thing 

to  Christ,  and  that,  he  who  is  not  willing  to  follow 
6 


58  PASTORAL    SKETCHES. 

Jesus  through  poverty  and  pain,  and  even  unto 
death,  is  not  worthy  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven, 
and  shall  never  enter  there. 


Luke  xiv.  23  — "  Whosoever  he  be  of  you  that  forsaketh  not  t 
that  he  hath,  he  cannot  be  my  disciple.''^ 

I. 

Jesus — I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee, 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken — 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be  ! 
Perish  every  fond  ambition — 

All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known  ; 
Yet  how  rich  is  n-y  condition — 

God  and  heaven  are  all  my  own  I 

11. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me — 

They  have  left  my  Saviom*  too  j 
Human  hopes  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue ; 
And  whilst  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Friends  may  hate,  and  foes  may  scorn  me — 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  right. 
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PROCRASTINATION. 

l^From  a  Minister.'] 
"  Be  wise  to  day— 'tis  madness  to  defer." 

Mr.  a.  was  married  to  a  lady  of  serious  turn 
of  mind,  who  had  a  conscientious  regard  for  the 
institutions  of  religion,  and  would  gladly  have 
availed  herself  of  their  instrumentality  as  the 
means  of  grace ;  but,  like  many  other  hapless 
wives,  she  found  the  man  who  had  pledged  him- 
self to  comfort  and  assist  her  in  her  pilgrimage, 
her  most  determined  opposer.  Mr.  A.  was 
intemperate,  and  it  scarcely  need  be  added,  was 
an  enemy  to  religion.  Her  request  to  be  allowed 
to  attend  on  the  preaching  of  the  gospel  he  steadily 
refused,  until  in  this  way  twelve  long  years  had 
passed  over  their  unsanctified  union. 

But  the  entrenchments  of  the  wicked  are  not 
impregnable.  The  omniscient  God  has  ways  to 
reach  men,  although  they  may  fancy  they  are 
keeping  out  of  the  way  of  his  arrows  ;  and  often- 
times he  breaks  in  upon  their  fancied  security  in 
judgment.  A  'protracted  meeting — one  of  those 
forms  of  religious  effort  which  are  so  signally 
blessed  in  rolling  on  the  chariot  of  Immanuel — 
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was  appointed  in  the  town  where  A.  dwelt.  The 
solicitude  of  his  wife,  so  long  suppressed,  broke 
out  afresh,  and  she  proposed  to  attend  the  meeting  ; 
but,  as  on  all  former  occasions  in  which  she  had 
made  this  proposition,  so  now,  she  was  denied. 
But  the  fear  of  God  was  upon  her,  and  the  fear 
of  a  drunken  husband,  happily  for  her,  had  ceased 
to  control  her  determination. 

"I  have  obeyed  you  twelve  years,"  said  she, 
"  and  now  it  is  time  for  me  to  seek  the  salvation 
of  my  soul.  I  will  attend  the  meeting."  She 
went— the  truth  took  effect — she  was  awakened, 
and  soon  after  hopefully  converted  to  God. 

Soon  after  this  event,  a  neighbor  of  Mr.  A. 
told  him  that  ''  God  was  doing  a  great  work  in 
that  town,  and  that  some  hundreds  had  been  con- 
vinced of  their  sin,  and  had  obtained  a  hope  of 
pardon  through  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ."  He 
listened  with  apparent  interest,  and  after  much 
solicitation,  promised  that  after  another  loeek  he 
would  attend  church, — that  himself  and  family 
would  join  the  Sabbath  school,  and  begin,  even 
thus  late  in  life,  to  seek  salvation. 

The  next  Sabbath  came.  The  superintendent 
of  the  Sabbath  school,  and  others,  looked  with 
solicitude  for  A.  and  his  family,  but  they  were  not 
there.  They  continued  anxiously  to  expect  them 
until  the  school  closed,  but  they  came  not.     Soon 
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after  the  bell  tolled  a  funeral  knell.  The  inquiry 
was  made,  "  Whose  remains  are  now  to  be  com- 
mitted to  the  silent  tomb  V  Ah !— 'Twas  that 
man's  who  one  week  ago  engaged  to  begin  to-day 
to  seek  the  salvation  of  his  soul.  Yesterday  God 
laid  his  hand  upon  him,  and  in  a  few  hours  he 
died, — died  without  hope. 

Behold  the  end  of  the  scorner — of  him  who 
counts  heaven's  richest  boon  too  pou7^  for  his 
present  acceptance  !  As  if  the  idle  sophism  with 
which  we  lull  the  conscience,  and  gain  a  temporary 
respite  from  its  pangs,  could  also  blind  the  eye  of 
God,  or  dull  his  sense  of  the  indignity  which  is 
done  to  his  honor  by  the  man  who  refuses  now  to 
listen  to  his  demands.  If  there  be  such  a  thing 
in  the  universe  as  an  outrage  against  right  and 
honor,  it  is  when  a  vile  w^orm  of  the  earth, — a 
corrupt  and  miserable  sinner, — spurns  the  offer 
made  him  in  infinite  condescension,  by  the  God  of 
heaven,  and  puts  him  off  with  the  poor  subterfuge, 
"  /  will  attend  to  this  hereafter.^^  The  whole 
stream  of  time  is  strewed  with  the  wrecks  of  souls 
lost  by  this  delusion. 


6* 
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THE  AGED  FRIEND. 

\_From  a  Clergyman.'] 

Passing  through  the  town  of  W.  in  the  state  of 
Vermont,  in  the  spring  of  1S25,  I  overtook  and 
entered  into  conversation  with  an  aged  man,  whose 
address  soon  convinced  me  that  he  belonged  to 
the  society  of  Friends.  On  informing  me  that  he 
would  be  eighty-three  years  old  the  present  week, 
I  remarked,  "  the  Lord  has  lengthened  out  your 
life  to  an  unusual  age."  ''  Yes,"  he  replied,  tears 
starting  in  his  dim  eyes,  "  when  I  think  what  God 
has  done  for  me,  words  fail  to  express  my  grati- 
tude. I  have  indeed  arrived  at  a  good  old  age. 
The  friends  of  my  youth  and  manhood  lie  in  the 
grave.  Two  wives  have  fallen  by  my  side,  and 
nearly  all  my  fourteen  children  are  dead.  I  have 
been  a  soldier :  at  one  period  I  was  in  an  engage- 
ment fourteen  days  in  succession.  But  I  am 
done  with  fighting.  It  is  unchristian  work.  Young 
men  have  said,  on  hearing  my  age,  '  Father  P., 
you  can  live  but  a  few  days  more  ;'  but  long  ago 
they  were  hid  in  the  lomb,  while  I  am  spared." 
I  was  forcibly  struck  with  the  feeling  manner  in 
which  this  was  uttered,  but  was  unsatisfied  whe- 
ther his  gratitude  flowed  from  a  heart  in  love  with 
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the  character  and  requirements  of  God.  I  there- 
fore inqmred,  "  has  your  heart  ever  been  changed 
from  a  love  of  sin  to  holiness  ?"  "  Yes,"  he  re- 
plied, "  I  think  so.  O  the  mercy  and  grace  of 
God.  He  bore  with  me  long.  I  was  seventy- 
two  before  I  received  that  light."  I  inquired, 
"  did  you  ever  feel  yourself  a  great  sinner,  and  in 
perishing  need  of  a  Saviour?"  He  answered 
quickly,  "  Did  you  ever  see  hell  flash  in  your  face, 
and  feel  yourself  lost?  How  can  we  repent,  un- 
less convinced  that  we  have  sinned  ?  Does  not 
the  Spirit  first  kill,  and  then  make  alive  ?  Forty 
years  I  carried  a  heavy  burden.  I  was  unwilling 
to  submit  to  Jesus  ;  but  when  I  came  to  him,  he 
gave  me  rest.  He  removed  my  burden  of  sin, 
and  gave  me  the  earnest  of  the  Spirit ;  and  often- 
times, 0  blessed  be  God,  he  gives-  me  a  cordial 
reviving  to  my  soul.  It  is  pure,  sweet,  peaceable, 
the  best  I  ever  tasted J^ 

I  could  not  but  survey  the  aged  Friend  with 
warm  affection.  I  had  thought,  perhaps  I  may  be 
serviceable  to  this  old  traveller  to  the  grave  ;  but 
like  "  the  prudent  man,  who  foreseeth  the  evil  and 
hideth  himself,"  he  had  hid  himself  in  the  ark  of 
safety,  and  made  the  warning  voice  unnecessary. 
To  prolong  the  conversation,  I  asked  him,  "  what 
think  ye  of  Christ  ?"  He  replied,  "  Christ  is  my 
only  hope.  He  is  the  hope  of  a  ruined  world.  I  have 
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been  a  Deist. — I  have  tried  every  way.  Once  I 
endeavored  to  be  a  Universalist,  but  I  could  not 
prove  that  the  wicked  shall  not  he  turned  into  hell, 
where  their  worm  dieth  not,  and  their  fire  is  not 
quenched.  I  am  a  great  sinner,  and  think  fre- 
quently with  grief  how  long  I  sinned  against  God* 
But  Jesus  has  died."  Christ  crucified  was  to. 
him  the  power  of  God  and  the  wisdom  of  God. 

He  informed  me  that  he  had  lately  joined  the- 
society  of  Friends ;  that  his  ancestors  were- 
among  the  first  settlers  at  Plymouth,  and  that  he- 
had  been  dedicated  to  God  in  his  infancy.  He- 
was  very  temperate.  "  The  Lord,"  he  observed^ 
«'  has  made  me  a  healthy  drink.  I  prefer  it  to  all 
others.  I  have  seen  such  misery  flow  from  ardent 
spirits,  that  to  witness  against  them,  I  discard 
them  entirely."  Doubtless  his  temperance  had 
contributed  greatly  to  his  advanced  age  and  ex- 
cellent health.  He  was  a  firm  believer  in  the 
bible,  which  he  called  his  book,  the  best  of  books. 
He  looked  upon  the  grave  as  the  termination  of 
his  trials  and  sorrows,  and  to  be  desired  by  one 
so  old,  whose  heart  was  comforted  by  a  hope  of 
immortality.  Observing  that  I  beheld  his  tremb- 
ling with  pity,  he  said  with  a  smile,  "  these  hands 
will  soon  be  quiet  in  the  grave."  He  expressed 
much  satisfaction  with  our  interview.  "  I  know 
not,"   said  he,  "  but  that  thou   art  a  counterfeit  • 
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but  I  love  thy  discourse  ;  I  cannot  but  love  where 
I  perceive  this  light."  His  views  respecting 
Christian  exertion  and  sacrifice  for  the  extension 
of  Christ's  kingdom,  and  the  renovation  of  the 
world,  were  far  from  being  what  the  spirit  of  the 
times  demands  ;  which  may  be  ov/ing  to  the  pe- 
culiar mould  into  which  his  religious  sentiments 
have  been  cast.  When  parting,  he  laid  his  with- 
ered arm  on  my  shoulder,  and  said,  "  my  son,  the 
Lord  has  borne  with  me  long, — Seventy-two 
years  I  lived  without  God  and  without  hope  ;  but 
bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  Jesus  is  now  precious.^^ 
Tear  after  tear  stole  down  his  cheeks,  while  a 
heavenly  serenity  beamed  in  his  countenance. 
How  different,  I  thought,  are  these  expressions  of 
penitence,  faith,  and  vital  piety,  from  what  I  have 
be©n  accustomed  to  hear  in  the  conversation  of 
Quakers.  I  bade  him  farewell,  and  turning  away? 
involuntarily  exclaimed,  Soon  the  Saviour  will  end 
your  pilgrimage,    and   say,    friend,    come    up 

HIGHEPv. 
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THE  VOICE  OP  YEARS. 

[  From  a  Clergyman.  ] 

In  performing  the  various  duties  of  a  pastor,  I 
visited  in  rotation  the  several  societies  held  weekly 
by  my  congregation,  in  their  respective  neighbor- 
hoods. On  one  of  these  occasions,  a  sermon  was 
read  from  this  text :  "  I  have  feared  the  Lord  from 
my  youth."  A  considerable  assembly  of  young 
persons  was  present.  All  seemed,  in  a  good 
degree,  attentive  to  the  excellent  discourse,  and  I 
thought  I  could  discover  in  the  countenances  of 
two  or  three  aged  Christians,  feelings  of  intense 
interest.  The  sermon,  though  intended  for  the 
youth  of  my  charge,  had  a  great  effect  on  my  own 
feelings.  I  spoke  to  them  as  my  feehngs  dictated. 
I  tried  to  impress  their  minds  with  a  conviction  of 
the  truth,  that  religion  is  suited,  in  its  nature,  to 
render  the  jouthful  mind  happy  ;  while  the  neglect 
of  early  religion  has  a  tendency  and  effect  directly 
the  reverse.  The  attention  and  feelings  of  the 
whole  assembly  seemed  in  an  unusual  degree  ex- 
cited. Every  eye,  not  flowing  with  tears,  was 
fixed  upon  me  :  every  countenance  seemed  to  in- 
dicate desire,  and  to  say,  0  that  we  could  possess 
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that  which  would  make  us  so  happy  !  But  I  told 
them  we  would  not  leave  the  truths  we  had  taught 
them  without  confirmation.  I  said,  "  days  should 
speak,  and  multitude  of  years  should  teach 
wisdom."  I  would  appeal  to  the  testimony  and 
experience  of  the  oldest  member  of  our  church. 
In  a   moment   every   eye    glanced    towards  Mr. 

W ,  who  sat  near  me.     He  had   long  been 

known  as  the  oldest  member  of  the  church  ;  and 
the  history  of  his  pious  life  was  familiar  to  every 
youth  in  the  congregation.  For  nearly  70  years 
he  had  been  in  full  communion,  and  many  years 
an  elder,  in  that  church.  He  possessed  an  active 
mind,  and  even  at  this  late  period  of  his  life, 
especially  with  respect  to  religious  concerns  and 
experim.ental  piety,  he  exhibited  a  considerable 
degree  of  mental  vigor.  His  piety  had  always 
been  consistent  and  exemplary,  and  the  virtues  of 
Christianity  had  uniformly  and  conspicuously  shone 
through  the  several  periods  of  his  protracted  life. 

Calling  upon  Mr.  W ■,  I  said,    "  please  to  tell 

this  assembly  of  youth  from  your  own  experience^ 
the  advantages  of  early  piety.  Tell  them,  from 
your  own  experience^  what  you  have  enjoyed  from 
having  feared  the  Lord  from  your  youth.  A  sol- 
emn silence  ensued  for  a  minute,  and  father  W- 

rose  with  the  solemn  dignity  of  one  ripe  for  glory, 
and  said,  "  I  wish  I  could   say,  I  have  feared  the 
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Lord  from  my  youth  as  I  ought  to  have  done  !" 
He  then  said,  that  the  remembrance  of  his  former 
folhes  never  failed  to  excite  grief  in  his  mind.  A 
trifling  jest,  a  scene  of  levity,  an  imprudent  ex- 
pression or  action,  in  which  he  had  indulged  him- 
self in  his  early  youth,  affected  his  mind  with  a 
compunction  that  greatly  marred  his  comfort. 
This,  he  said,  was  not  because  he  was  religious  ; 
but  because  he  had  not  been  more  religious.  Had 
he  at  the  time  of  his  numerous  failures,  been  influ- 
enced as  he  ought  to  have  been,  by  the /ear  of  the. 
Lord,  he  would  have  avoided  them,  and  prevented 
much  evil  to  himself.  He  then,  in  a  pathetic 
manner,  warned  the  youth  against  indulgence  in 
sin ;  and  exhorted  them  to  profit  by  the  relation 
of  his  own  experience  of  the  evil  of  such  indul- 
gence. He  exhorted  them,  with  earnestness  and 
much  feeling,  to  watchfulness,  to  careful  and 
steady  piety.  He  then  told  them  that  his  hope  for 
salvation  rested  solely  on  the  JMediator,  and  not 
on  any  good  works  of  his  own  ;  that  he  needed 
constantly  to  repent,  and  constantly  needed  an 
application  to  the  blood  of  atonement,  and  the 
constant  influence  of  the  Divine  Spirit.  He  spoke 
of  the  influence  of  religion  on  his  mind  ;  the  satis- 
faction he  had  enjoyed  in  fearing  and  serving  the 
Lord.  He  described  his  penitent  feelings,  upon 
conviction  of  his  depravity  ;  described  his  faith. 
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his  hope,  his  joy,  in  view  of  the  evidence  of  his 
peace  with  God  ;  his  delight  in  religious  duties 
and  ordinances  ;  his  happiness  in  communion  with 
God,  and  in  the  prospect  of  everlasting  felicity. 
He  said  that,  in  the  whole  course  of  his  life  he  had 
not  found  a  single  rational  pleasure  in  sin,  but  had 
suffered  much  in  consequence  of  it ;  and  that,  in 
all  his  life  and  experience,  he  had  found  nothing 
in  religion  that  was  unpleasant  or  injurious  ;  but, 
on  the  contrary,  had  always  found  wisdom's  w^ays 
to  be  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths 
peace.  He  closed,  by  inviting  the  youth,  in  a 
very  affectionate  manner,  to  prepare  to  participate 
with  him  in  the  joys  of  the  eternal  world.  Every 
thing  he  said,  was  evidently  the  subject  of  intelli' 
gent  trials  and  a  display  of  knowledge  perfected  in 
experience.  His  manner  was  so  striking,  his 
zeal  so  fervent,  his  love  so  ardent,  his  exhortations 
so  pathetic,  his  warnings  so  tender  and  faithful,  his 
sincerity  so  obvious,  that  his  address  seemed  irre- 
sistible. All,  for  the  moment,  seemed  convinced 
of  the  importance,  the  excellency,  and  loveliness 
of  religion.  The  effect  on  the  assembly  was 
wonderful.  The  attention  of  every  one  was 
closely  engaged  ;  and  the  house  was  filled  with 
weeping.  The  meeting  was  eminently  profitable, 
and  peculiarly  so  to  myself. 
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THE  SINNER  THAT  HARDENS  HIS  HEART. 

[From  a  ClergT/man.} 

Several  years  since,  the  writer  of  this  article 
resided  in  the  town  of  B ,  Luzerne  Co.  Penn- 
sylvania, not  far  from  the  "  delightful  Wyoming 
on  Susquehannah's  side."  The  Spirit  of  God 
had  visited  the  place  before  me,  and  still  continued 
the  work  of  conviction  and  conversion.  In  that 
lovely  valley  I  first  felt  the  arrows  of  the  Almighty 
quivering  in  my  heart,  and  there,  if  ever,  I  was 
"  born  again,^^  There  I  first  began  to  pray  and 
feel  for  the  ungodly,  and  exhort  them  to  repent. 

I  was  reaping  by  the  side  of  the  Susquehannah. 
Her  bosom  reflected  the  peacefulness  of  the  skies, 
the  soft  breeze  gently  waved  the  tall  grain,  the 
birds  sang  sweetly  in  the  shade  of  the  black  wal- 
nut, and  all  seemed  to  say,  "  JYow  is  the  accepted 
time,  and  the  day  of  salvation.^^     There  was  with 

me  a  yoath,  A M— — ,  who  was   in  the   gall 

of  bitterness,  and  under  the  bonds  of  iniquity.  In 
days  gone  by,  he  had  been  deeply  convinced  of 
sin,  and  once  indulged  a  hope  that  his  iniquities 
were  pardoned  ;  but  now  he  was  without  hope. 
I  felt  for  him  with  that  tenderness  of  heart,  which 
I  have  seldom  experienced  in  other  cases,  and 
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desired  to  do  him  good.  I  expressed  my  feel- 
ings. I  warned  him  of  his  danger,  and  told  him 
»  of  the  Lamb  of  God,  whose  blood  cleanseth  from 
all  sin.  He  listened.  There  seemed  to  be  a 
little  waking  up  of  feeling  in  his  bosom,  and  an 
air  of  solemnity  gathered  upon  his  brow,  as  he 
heard  one,  younger  than  himself,  and  but  lately 
his  companion  in  sin,  warning  him  to  flee  from 
the  wrath  to  come.  He  acknowledged  the  un- 
utterable importance  of  the  things  which  were 
now  urged  upon  his  attention,  and  with  great 
frankness  began  to  relate  his  past  experience.  It 
was  like  the  experience  of  many  a  sinner  I  could 
name.  Long  ago  the  Spirit  of  God  called  upon 
him,  and  he  was  almost  persuaded  to  be  a  Chris' 
tian.  Once  he  stood  almost  upon  the  threshold 
of  heaven.  There  was  a  time  when  he  wept,  and 
prayed,  and  seemed  the  heir  of  glory.  But  now, 
said  he,  "  I  am  fallen, — fallen, — 0,  how  far  !" 

He  continued  his  tearful  story  by  saying,"! 
know  that  I  am  not  a  Christian  now  I  am  a 
great  sinner. — I  have  quenched  the  Holy  Spirit 
of  God.  If  I  should  die  as  I  am,  I  know  /  must 
be  eternally  •  damned ;  for  I  believe  the  Bible. — 
Yes, 

**  This  fearful  truth  does  yet  remain, 

The  sinner  must  be  born  again, 

Or  drink  the  -wrath  of  God." 
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"  You  may  think,"  continued  he,  "  because  I  am 
so  careless  now,  I  shall  die  unconverted.  But  it 
is  not  so.  I  have  more  thoughts  about  death  than 
many  think  for.  /  mea7i  to  repent  before  I  die^ 
and  become  a  Christian.  I  cannot  think  of  dying 
as  I  now  am  ;  but  you  need  not  be  concerned 
about  me,  for  I  mean  to  repent  yet*^^ 

I  heard  him  through,  and  wept  over  him  ;  for 
he  would  still  harden  his  heart,  I  urged  upon  him, 
once  more,  the  duty  of  immediate  repentance,  af- 
ter which  I  ceased  to  talk  with  him  on  the  subject 
of  religion,  because  I  perceived  it  distressed  him  ; 
and  to  my  dying  day,  I  shall  regret  it.  Oh,  that 
I  had  been  more  faithful !  for  the  sequel  will  show 
the  sudden  destruction  that  came  upon  him. 

Not  many  days  after  the  above  conversation, 
A —  M —  in  company  with  several  others,  of  like 
spirit,  was  crossing  the  river  to  waste  a  day  in 
sinful  amusement.  They  had  nearly  reached  the 
opposite  shore,  when  the  skiff,  crowded  too  full, 
dipped,  and  they  were  plunged  into  the  water. 
Ail  but  one  succeeded  in  reaching  the  shore.  I'hat 
one  was  the  unfortunate  A—  M- — .  He  was  a 
good  swimmer,  superior  in  skill  and  activity  to 
most  of  his  companions,  had  the  oars  in  his  pos- 
session, and  yet  he  could  not  reach  the  bank. 
Death,  which  he  so  much  dreaded,  had  come 
to  summon  him  to  the  destinies  of  eternity.     He 
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sunk,  and  expired.  I  hastened  to  the  awful  scene, 
and  with  much  trembling  helped  to  lift  the  dead 
body  from  its  watery  grave. 

What  my  feelings  were,  as  I  looked  upon  the 
lifeless  form  of  my  lost  friend,  land  thought  of  the 
world  of  spirits,  may  be  conceived  by  some,  but 
cannot  be  told.  He  continued  (o  manifest  great 
hardness  of  heart  until  the  hour  of  his  death.  Al- 
most the  last  sentence,  that  was  heard  distinctly 
from  his  lips,  terminated  with  an  oath, — a  prayer 
to  God  to  damn  his  soul.  When  he  uttered  this 
fearful  sentence,  doubtless,  he  raeant  to  reach  the 
shore.  He  raecmt  to  live  ;  and  this  is  the  convin- 
ced sinner,  who  raeant  to  repent  before  he  died. 
As  I  followed  him  to  his  narrov/  lodgment  in  that 
beautiful  valley, 

"  My  thoughts  on  awfnl  subjects  roU'd, 
Damnation  and  the  dead." 

"  He  that,  oeing  often  reproved,  hardeneth  his 
neck,  shall  suddenly  be  destroyed,  and  that  with- 
out remedy.  When  they  cry,  peace  and  safety, 
then  sudden  destruction  cometh  upon  them,  and 
they  shall  not  escape." 

7* 
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THE  SORROWS  OF  OLD  AGE^  IN  PREPARING 
-FOR  DEATH. 

[  From  a  Clergyman.'] 

"  Mr.  H.,"  said  an  aged  man,  in  one  of  our 
New  England  parishes,  as  he  came  trembling  into 
his  minister's  house  one  day,  "  I  wish  very  much 
that  you  would  come  and  see  me.  I  wish  to  talk 
with  you.  My  physician  tells  me  that  the  disease 
which  has  distressed  me  lately,  will  probably,  ere 
long,  close  my  life.  I  have  no  hope  !  I  am  unfit 
to  die !  I  wish  to  know  what  I  shall  do !  my 
time  is  short !  what  I  do,  I  must  do  quickly  !" 
Circumstances  prevented  his  remaining  for  con- 
versation at  the  time,  and  he  retired,  saying  no- 
thing more. 

Several  things  rendered  the  coming  in  of  this 
man,  on  such  an  errand,  peculiarly  interesting  and 
affecting  to  the  minister.  He  had  been  all  his  life 
one  of  the  "  stout-hearted,  and  far  from  righteous- 
ness." True,  he  was  often  in  his  pew  on  the 
Sabbath,  and  hstening  to  the  preaching  ;  and  he 
was  possessed  of  a  mind  of  some  strength,  and 
ability  to  discriminate  between  truth  and  error,  if 
he  would.     But  he  had  a  constitutional  levity  of 
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teelings,  under  the  influence  of  which,  united  with 
aversion  to  serious  truth,  he  often  endeavored  to 
turn  aside  the  edge  of  the  "  sword  of  the  Spirit," 
by  ridicule.  Along  with  this,  he  had  long  been 
endeavoring  to  bear  up  his  courage  respecting  his 
future  well-being,  by  a  scheme  of  self-righteous- 
ness peculiar  to  himself.  He  had  brought  up, 
and  settled  aroimd  him,  a  large  family  of  sons  and 
daughters  ;  but,  with  the  exception  of  one  or  two, 
they  had  followed  his  steps  with  such  closeness, 
that,  as  a  family  of  immortals,  on  their  way  to  the 
judgment  together,  they  presented  to  the  eye  of 
the  Christian  a  melancholy  group  ;  respectable,  in 
a  worldly  point  of  view,  but  "  without  God  in  the 
world." 

The  intimations  of  the  physician  to  this  aged 
man,  respecting  his  disease,  had  put  an  end  to  his 
levity.  His  heart  seemed  to  die  within  him,  as  he 
saw  his  grave  but  a  short  distance  before  him,  and 
beyond  it  the  judgment  seat.  During  the  few 
weeks  he  subsequently  lived,  his  mind  w^as  most 
intensely  fixed  upon  the  great  subject  of  religion. 
He  began,  a  short  time  before  his  death,  to  indulge 
a  trembling  hope  ;  and  Christians  around  him 
were  not  without  hope  that  he  was  "  born  again." 
It  was,  perhaps,  some  evidence  of  this,  that  he 
then  looked  around  upon  his  sons  and  daughters, 
with  deep   anxiety   for  them.      With  an  aching 


76  PASTORAL    SKETCHES. 

heart  and  a  feeble  voice,  he  began  to  warn  them 
to  seek  their  own  salvation,  and,  though  late,  gave 
his  testimony  to  their  consciences  for  the  truth  of 
God,  and  to  the  fearful  solemnity  and  criticalness 
of  approaching  the  grave,  without  a  hope  which 
had  been  tested  and  rendered  firm,  in  a  life  of 
holiness. 

The  case  suggests  several  interesting  points 
for  reflection.  But  we  can  present  only  one  ; 
the  difficulty,  the  almost  impossibility,  of  making 
any  effectual  amends  for  parental  neglect,  on  the 
bed  of  death.  A  father  biings  up  his  children  to 
esteem  the  w^orld  as  highly  as  he  does,  and,  with 
him,  to  follow  hard  after  its  riches.  His  habits  of 
thinking,  respecting  the  things  of  God  and  eternal 
life,  become  those  of  his  children.  They  grow 
grey  in  unconversion  around  him  ;  perhaps  exceed 
him  in  the  manifestation  of  their  aversion  to  reli- 
gious things.  If,  at  last,  he  av/akes,  on  the  bor- 
ders of  the  grave,  to  his  own  and  their  condition, 
yet,  can  he  transfer  his  own  solemn  feelings  to 
their  breasts,  make  them  to  see  things  as  he  now 
sees  them,  and  persuade  them,  effectually,  to  turn 
with  him  to  God,  from  whom  he  and  they  have 
revolted  1  "Alas  !  Leviathan  is  not  so  tamed." 
They  wnll,  probably,  listen  respectfully  to  the  last 
words  ofthe  Father,  but  to  the  Christian  they  will 
give  little   heed.     The  impressions  which  should 
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have  been  fastened  on  their  hearts  in  early  life, 
and  kept  abiding  by  pious  paternal  example,  can- 
not be  made  in  the  brief  hours  which  they  spend 
around  his  dying  bed,  and  upon  minds  which  have 
grown  old  in  the  cares  of  the  world,  and  in  the 
resistance  of  divine  truth,  and  of  the  influences  of 
the  Holy  Spirit.  Parent,  "  Whatsoever  thy  hand 
findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might," — "  the  time  is 
short." 


FROM     THE    NOTE     BOOK     OF    A    PARISH 
MINISTER. 

"  Why  did  you  never  tell  me  these  things  be- 
fore ?"  said  an  unconverted  man,  dangerously 
sick,  to  his  minister,  who  was  urging  on  him  the 
duty  of  immediate  repentance.  "  My  dear  sir," 
said  his  minister,  "  I  have  often  told  you  these 
things."  How  true  is  it  of  many,  in  the  days  of 
health  and  prosperity,  that  "  hearing  they  hear  not,' 
even  the  most  faithful  instructions  on  their  danger 
and  duty.  This  man  recovered  of  his  sickness, 
and  lived  much  as  he  did  before  ! — another  proof 
that  the  alarms  of  the  sick-bed,  or  death-bed,  do 
not  of  course  end  in  conversion  to  God. 
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THE  INFLUENCE  OP  MOTHERS  AND 

SISTERS. 

[From  a  Missionary  at  the    West.l 

Most  of  the  men  who  have  been  converted 
have  or  had  praying  mothers.  Let  weeping, 
praying  mothers,  v/hose  sons  have  wandered 
from  them,  remember  this  fact,  and   take  courage. 

If  all  sisters  and  mothers  would  feel  for  their 
wandering  sons  and  brothers,  as  one  expresses 
herself  in  writing  to  her  brother  at  this  post,  all 
soldiers  would  soon  be  enhsted  under  the  banner 
of  Messiah,  we  might  hope.  Speaking  of  joyful 
moral  changes  in  the  family  at  home,  she  says  to 
him  :  "  this  I  think  is  in  answer  to  prayer — bles- 
sed be  God  our  Saviour,  that  he  does  hear  prayer, 
and  is  ever  ready  to  hear  and  answer  all  that  call 
on  him  in  sincerity.  This  is  all  the  consolation 
that  your  dear  mother  and  myself  have  in  thinking 
of  you,  that  we  can  go  to  a  throne  of  grace  and 
plead  for  your  soul  and  for  your  safety.  But,  oh, 
it  will  do  you  but  little  good  if  you  will  not  plead 
for  yourself."  She  says  further :  "  I  want  you  to 
remember  that  at  the  close  of  each  day,  between 
sunset  and  dark,  your  sister  P.  is  praying  for  you, 
I  have  long  done  this  for  you  and  my  other  dear 
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brother  and  sisters.  I  wish  you  would  begin  at  that 
time  to  pray  for  yourself.  Try,  dear  brother,  and 
I  know  the  Lord  will  help  you."  Will  not  such 
prayers  be  heard?  They  may  not  seem  to  be  for 
the  individual ;  but  they  fill  the  golden  vials  full  of 
odors,  and  the  Lord  will  receive  them.  This 
sister  speaks  of  the  conversion  of  several  of  the 
family  ;  but  the  amiable  young  brother  here,  was 
buried  fourteen  days  ago,  giving  no  decided  evi- 
dence of  a  change  of  heart,  though  he  did  try  to 
meet  his  sister  in  prayer. 


I  visited  a  parishioner,  dangerously  sick,  and 
gave  her  counsels  adapted  to  her  critical  situation, 
as  "having  no  hope."  She  hstened,  apparently 
with  interest ;  and  when  I  paused,  begged  me  to 
say  more.  She  recovered,  and  I  visited  her 
again,  to  follow  up  former  instructions.  I  refer- 
red to  our  conversation  while  she  was  sick.  She 
said  she  did  not  recollect  it ;  and  I  presume  spoke 
the  truth.  Another  case,  this,  like  ten  thousand 
others,  indicating  that  little  reliance  can  be  placed 
upon  any  of  the  apparent  religious  exercise  of 
the  sick-bed: 
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CHRISTIAN  CONDUCT  IN  DEATH. 

Mr.  R died  of  the  consumption,  February, 

1828,  after  a  confinement  of  several  months,  dur- 
ing which  time  his  faith  increased,  until  hope 
was  "  swallowed  up  in  fruition.''  It  was  affect- 
ing to  see  his  family  hang  around  his  dying  bed  ; 
they  loved  their  father,  and  they  saw  in  him  an 
earnest  of  immortal  joys;  the  brightening  hopes 
of  heaven  glowed  in  his  countenance  as  he  de- 
scended to  the  tomb.  On  the  day  of  his  death 
the  writer  of  this  was  with  him  several  hours,  but 
not  when  he   expired.     I  said   to   him,  "Brother 

R ,  is  all  peace  yet  ?"     He  opened  his  eyes, 

and  with  an  expression  on  his  countenance  which 
I  can  never  forget,  for  it  told  of  heaven,  replied, 
"  O  yes,  I  can  say,  /  knoio  in  whom  I  have  6e- 
lieved,  and  am  persuaded  that  he  luill  keep  that 
lohich  I  have  committed  to  him  until  that  day.^^ 
His  family  were  all  present,  watching  with  deep 
interest  the  lingering  moments  of  their  beloved 
parent ;  several  other  friends  were  also  there,  I 
left  him,  though  with  great  reluctance.  All  along 
he  had  told  his  children  their  father  had  no  fear  of 
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death,  because  the  Saviour  lives.  They  saw  it 
true  when  he  sunk  into  the  arms  of  death.  All 
was  now  still.  The  eldest  son  looked  calmly  on, 
holding  the  arm  of  his  dying  father,  to  ascertain 
the  exact  moment  when  the  soul  should  leave  its 
earthly  tenement  for  the  abodes  of  immortality. 
His  end  was  perfect  peace  ;  and  when  the  silent 
calm  had  told  the  solemn  truth  that  he  was  ffone 
the  pious  son  laid  the  lifeless  arm  upon  the  breast, 
closed  the  unconscious  eyes,  then  turning  to  his 
brothers  and  sisters,  said,  with  a  smile,  "  JS*ow  let 
us  fall  down  and  thank  the  Lord  that  we  have  had 
such  a  father. ^^ 
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"HIS  DUST  IS  PRECIOUS." 

"  Do  you  see  the  end  of  that  coffin,  there  V^ 
asked  the  venerable  sexton,   as  we  stood  by  the 

large  opened  vault  of  the church.     "  It  is 

William  H's.  I  have  removed  it  near  the  door, 
that  I  may  always  see  it  when  I  go  down.  Pre- 
cious dust  is  that.'' 

The  partiality  of  our  sexton  for  William  H.  is  not 
singular.  A  large  number  of  the  church  and  con- 
gregation remembered  him  with  the  same  affec- 
tionate interest.  The  whisper  often  goes  round 
with  painful  satisfaction,  on  our  repeated  visits  to 
the  house  appointed  for  all  living,"  that  is  WiU 
/tarn's  coffin.'^ 

It  is  now  almost  seven  years  since  William, 
then  a  youth  of  sixteen,  became  a  teacher  in  our 
Sabbath  school.  He  had  been  apprenticed  as  a 
mechanic.  It  was  his  privilege  to  have  from  in- 
fancy the  prayers  and  instructions  of  a  pious  pa- 
rent ;  but  as  yet  he  had  not  learned  by  the  grace 
of  God  to  appreciate  their  value,  though  his  amia- 
ble manners  and  good  moral  character  even  then 
evinced  that  his  Christian  training  was  not  lost 
upon  him.      His  connexion   with     the   Sabbath 
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school  introduced  him  to  a  circle  of  pious  com* 
panions,  who  appear  from  the  first  to  have  enjoy- 
ed his  affectionate  confidence.  It  was  on  occa- 
sion of  a  New  Year's  lecture  preached  to  the 
youth  of  the  congregation,  that  William  received 
his  first  permanent  religious  impressions.  The 
subject  of  the  lecture  was  David's  advice  to  Sol- 
omon, recorded  in  1  Chron.  xxviii.  9.  ;  which 
William  made  up  his  mind  prayerfully  to  follow. 
Nor  was  he  left  to  draw  back  from  this  purpose. 
After  a  few  weeks  of  painful  anxiety  to  secure  his 
salvation,  he  began  to  exhibit  good  evidence  of 
having  experienced  the  nev/  birth ;  and  after  a 
suitable  time,  was  admitted  to  make  a  public  pro- 
fession of  his  faith  in  Christ. 

William  had  not  received  an  expensive  educa- 
tion. He  possessed  not  the  advantages  of  wealth* 
or  superior  talents.  It  might  naturally  have  been 
asked,  what  can  this  poor  boy  do,  with  such  slen- 
der resources,  to  benefit  his  fellow  men  1  But  he 
had  a  mind  to  work  for  God,  and  the  Sabbath 
school  afforded  him  precisely  the  field  which  he 
desired  ;  he  became  a  regular  and  active  member 
of  the  teachers'  prayer  meeting.  Nor  was  he 
long  in  distinguishing  himself  as  a  teacher.  Al- 
ways at  his  post,  during  the  hours  of  instruction, 
and  in  their  meetings  for  business  and  prayer,  he 
soon  acquired  a  practical  knowledge  of  the  sys- 
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tem  and  economy  of  the  school,  which  rendered 
him  competent  to  any  service.  The  secret  of  his 
success  is  doubtless  to  be  found  in  the  singleness 
of  heart  with  which  William  devoted  himself  to 
this  department  of  Christian  benevolence.  He 
jnanifested  no  apathy  to  other  pious  enterprises. 
I  never  observed  that  he  was  desirous  of  urging 
forward  this  one  to  the  disparagement  of  any 
other ;  but  in  this  he  seemed  to  have  found  his 
appropriate  sphere  for  labor,  and  to  have  resolved 
to  labor  while  his  day  should  last. 

From  the  time  of  his  conversion  till  the  spring 
of  1832,  William  remained  the  active  friend  of 
the  Sabbath  school.  He  had  entertained,  at  one 
time,  some  thoughts  of  seeking  an  education  for 
the  Christian  ministry.  The  distant  prospect  of 
such  a  work  evidently  accorded  with  his  feelings  : 
he  desired  it  much  ;  but  evinced  the  most  cheer- 
ful submission  to  Providence,  when  he  was  con- 
strained to  forego  this  desire.  In  the  mean  time, 
God  was  pleased  to  pour  out  his  Spirit  upon  the 
congregation.  Many  of  the  children  and  youth, 
and  not  a  few  in  the  Sabbath  schools,  were  visited 
by  the  saving  influence.  None  labored  more 
faithfully,  or  with  more  success,  in  recommending 
the  gospel  to  others,  than  did  William  H.  It  will 
create  no  dissatisfaction  among  his  fellow  teach- 
ers and  professors,  to  say,  that  he  stood  in  the  very 
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front  of  the  diligent  and  acceptable  laymen,  whose 
privilege  it  then  was  to  be  co-workers  with  Christ, 
as  well  as  faithful  helpers  of  their  pastor.  Among 
the  converts  were  several  that  found  employment 
in  the  same  shop  with  William.  Some  were  his 
fellow  apprentices.  There  is  good  reason  to  be- 
lieve, that  his  exemplary  deportment  and  Christian 
faithfulness  to  them,  had  no  small  agency  in  this 
blessed  result. 

The  time  was  now  approaching,  when  this  de- 
voted youth  would  complete  his  apprenticeship. 
His  friends  entertained  high  expectations  of  his 
success  in  the  world ;  while  those  who  most 
valued  active  piety  and  zeal  for  God,  saw  in  him 
a  future  ornament  and  pillar  of  the  church.  But 
the  ways  of  Providence  often  contradict  the  wis- 
dom of  our  calculations.  William  had  enjoyed 
only  one  week  after  completing  his  minority,  be- 
fore he  exhibited  symptoms  of  a  fatal  disease. 
For  some  time  hopes  were  entertained  of  his  re- 
covery ;  but  no  means  availed  to  eradicate  his 
complaint,  which,  after  a  short  time,  settled  down 
in  a  fatal  consumption.  The  grief  occasioned 
among  his  family  and  nearest  friends,  on  this  un- 
expected change  in  his  prospects,  cannot  be  easily 
described.  He  alone  of  all  remained  perfectly 
calm  and  cheerful.  He  had  not  been  slow  to  un- 
derstand the  nature  of  his  disease  ;  nor  did  he 
8* 
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take  any  pains  to  conceal  from  himself  or  others 
the  probable  result.  It  seemed  but  his  one  desire 
to  improve  the  time  which  yet  remained  to  him 
for  doing  good  unto  all.  His  heart  was  still  in 
his  beloved  Sabbath-school.  To  that  he  resorted 
every  Sabbath  while  he  had  strength,  and  long  af- 
ter his  emaciated  form  and  hollow  voice  excited 
the  most  serious  apprehensions  forthe  consequence 
of  his  efforts. 

"  There  is  one  thing,"  said  he  to  his  friends, 
"  that  must  be  done.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  not  die 
in  peace  without  seeing  the  room  back  of  the  lec- 
ture room  fitted  up  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
infant  Sabbath  school."  He  set  immediately 
about  the  work  :  and  in  a  few  days  the  consent  of 
the  trustees  was  obtained,  the  materials  purchas- 
ed, and  staging  erected  according  to  his  wish.  It 
was  truly  affecting  to  see  the  interest  with  which 
he  watched  its  completion.  Still  it  remained  to 
perfect  the  organization  of  the  infant  school.  And 
though  unable  to  sit  up  more  than  a  small  portion 
of  the  time,  he  undertook  to  make  out  for  it  a 
more  regular  and  perfect  catalogue  of  the  names. 
The  number  was  large,  but  he  contrived  to  hus- 
band his  strength,  so  that  with  much  labor  and  ex- 
haustion he  accomplished  his  design.  The  cat- 
alogue  was  finished.  He  said,  as  he  gave  it  to 
his  sigter, "  I  have  now  done  my  last  work." 
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Such  is  a  brief  narrative  of  the  Christian  course 
of  him  whose  memory  is  associated  in  the  minds  of 
many  with  the  prosperity  of  one  of  the  largest 
Sabbath  schools  in  our  land.  It  may  serve  to  il- 
lustrate the  manner  in  which  humble  individuals, 
without  pecuniary  means,  or  other  considerable  re- 
sources, without  even  the  advantage  of  experience, 
can  render  themselves  extensively  useful  to  the 
church  and  the  world.  It  will  fully  explain  the 
reason  why  he  is  remembered  with  so  much  inter- 
est, that  William's  coffin  has  been  removed  to  the 
door  of  the  vault.  Many  unite  with  the  pious 
sexton  in  the  feeling,  that  his  dust  is  precious. 
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«  ONE  SHALL  BE  TAKEN,  AND  THE 
OTHER  LEFT." 

[Fro7n  a  Clergijman.'] 

In  the  year  1819, 1  was  called,  in  the  course  of 
my  pastoral  duty,  to  the  dying  bed  of  a  female 
whose  life  had  been  an  almost  uninterrupted  scene 
of  affliction,  and  who  had  attained  an  eminence  in 
piety  such  as  it  has  rarely  been  my  privilege  to 
witness  in  any  of  the  walks  of  life.  She  was  the 
wife  of  a  man  of  originally  an  indolent  disposition, 
and  in  the  progress  of  his  life,  of  extremely  dissi- 
pated habits :  but  by  her  industry  she  obtained, 
during  her  health,  a  comfortable  support  for  her 
family,  and  did  all  in  her  power  to  train  them  up 
in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the  liord.  I 
saw  her  for  the  first  time  on  her  sick  bed,  entirely 
deprived  of  her  sight,  with  an  emaciated  frame, 
lying  in  a  cabin  half  open  to  the  winds  and  storms, 
with  no  other  comforts  around  her,  than  such  as 
were  provided  by  the  charity  of  her  neighbors. 
Indeed  it  has  rarely,  if  ever,  fallen  to  my  lot  to 
witness  a  case  of  greater  apparent  external  suf- 
fering. But  amidst  all  these  trials,  her  heart  was 
fixed,  trusting  in  the  Lord.     She  would  speak  of 
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the  goodness  of  God  in  a  manner  which  indicated 
a  soul  overflowing  with  the  warmest  gratitude. 
Of  her  own  unworthiness  she  had  a  most  impres- 
sive and  humiliating  sense,  and  was  sensible  that 
the  only  plea  she  could  make,  was,  "  God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner."  The  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  was  manifestly  all  her  salvation  and  all  her 
desire.  In  him  and  in  him  only  she  found  right- 
eousness and  strength,  and  desired  that  he  might 
have  all  the  glory  of  her  salvation. — Never  can  I 
forget  the  almost  unearthly  spectacle,  when  on 
that  bed  of  death,  and  without  the  common  com- 
forts of  a  dying  bed,  she  rolled  her  sightless  eye- 
balls, as  if  in  ecstacy  at  the  name  of  Jesus,  com- 
mending herself  and  her  husband  and  children, 
and  all  around  her,  to  his  forgiving  mercy  and 
renewing  grace :  and  when  I  called,  and  heard 
that  her  spirit  had  taken  its  flight,  I  could  hardly 
suppress  an  emotion  of  joy  ;  feeling  fully  assured 
that  she  who  had  so  long  and  in  so  unusual  a  de- 
gree, been  sowing  here  in  tears,  had  begun  to  reap 
a  rich  and  everlasting  harvest  of  glory. 

The  profligate  and  wretched  husband  of  this 
devoted  woman  attended  public  worship  on  the 
next  Sabbath  after  he  followed  her  ren  ains  to  the 
grave,  and  agreeably  to  usage,  requested  the 
prayers  of  the  congregation  that  his  affliction 
might  be  the  means  of  his  spiritual  benefit.     But 
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it  was  with  him,  no  doubt,  as  with  many  others, 
a  mere  matter  of  form  :  for  I  am  not  aware  that 
from  that  day  onward  he  ever  visited  the  sanc- 
tuary on  the  Sabbath.  After  dragging  out  a 
miserable  existence  for  nearly  ten  years,  with  a 
frame  we\  nigh  consumed  by  habitual  intoxication, 
an  object  of  loathing  to  every  human  being  whom 
he  met,  he  was  seized  since  the  commencement 
of  the  present  year,  with  a  violent  disease,  which, 
owing  to  the  inroads  which  intemperance  had 
made  upon  his  constitution,  it  was  found  impossi- 
ble to  arrest.  To  the  question,  "  what  were  his 
views  and  feelings  in  the  prospect  of  eternity,"  he 
replied  that  he  had  a  hope.  I  asked  him  what  it 
could  be  founded  upon  1  Oh,  said  he,  "  my  good 
works  /"  I  then  endeavored  to  convince  him  that 
he  had  been  one  of  the  chief  of  sinners  ;  and  that 
even  if  he  had  been  much  less  guihy,  there  could 
be  no  hope  for  him  except  through  the  atonement 
of  Jesus  Christ :  but  though  I  endeavored  re- 
peatedly, and  with  the  utmost  plainness,  to  present 
before  him  the  gospel  plan  of  salvation,  he  seemed 
incapable  of  understanding  any  thing  in  respect  to 
it ;  nor  did  he  manifest,  to  my  knowledge,  a  single 
emotion  of  terror  or  anxiety  in  the  prospect  of  his 
approaching  change.  And  thus  he  died,  a  victim 
to  a  beastly  habit,  and  yet  hoping  for  heaven  on 
the  ground  of  his  own  good  works ! 
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I  attended  the  funeral  of  this  wretched  man,  and 
when  I  reached  the  grave  which  was  open  to 
receive  his  remains,  I  v^rs  not  a  hllle  impressed 
by  observing  by  the  side  of  it  the  grave  of  his 
wife,  that  devoted  disciple  of  Christ,  whose  re- 
mains I  had  seen  deposited  ten  years  before  :  and 
my  thoughts  instantly  began  to  linger  on  the 
fearfnl  contrast  between  the  character  and  destiny 
of  these  two  individuals,  who  had  been  united  in 
the  most  endearing  of  human  relations.  The  one 
had  lived  a  life  of  most  exemplary  and  devoted 
piety  ;  had  renounced  her  own  righteousness  as  a 
ground  of  hope,  and  rested  entirely  on  the  right- 
eousness of  her  Redeemer  ;  had  been  sustained 
by  a  strong  principle  of  faith  in  the  severest  trials, 
and  had  died  rejoicing  in  that  unseen  Saviour, 
whom  having  not  seen  she  loved.  The  other,  by 
yielding  himself  to  a  habit  of  idleness  and  intem- 
perance, had  become  a  miserable  vagabond  ;  the 
object  of  pity  or  contempt  with  all  who  knew  him  ; 
a  rare  proficient  in  iniquity,  and  yet  flattering 
himself  that  his  own  good  works  would  save  him. 
The  one,  though  scarcely  known  beyond  the 
neighborhood  in  which  she  lived,  was  beloved  and 
venerated  there,  because  she  was  known  to  be  a 
pattern  of  true  excellence ;  and  when  she  was 
carried  to  the  grave,  there  were  expressions  of 
hearty   mourning;    and  to  this   day,  those  who 
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were  once  her  neighbors  dehght  to  cherish  her 
memory,  and  to  speak  of  her  almost  unexampled 
faith  and  devotion.  Over  the  remains  of  the 
other,  not  a  tear  was  shed;  and  the  sentiment 
which  forced  itself  upon  the  mind,  when  the  clods 
were  heard  foiling  upon  his  coffin,  was,  that  as  he 
had  lived  to  benefit  nobody,  so  no  one  could  lament 
his  death.  Bat  the  most  fearful  part  of  the  con- 
trast, as  it  presented  itself  to  my  mind,  yet  remains. 
I  thought  how  the  one  had  gone  to  mingle  with 
angels  and  the  spirits  of  the  just,  and  to  celebrate 
the  immortal  song  with  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord 
for  ever,  while  the  other  had  entered  on  a  career  of 
suffering  which  shall  know  no  mitigation  and  no 
end.  I  thought  how  in  the  judgment  the  one 
would  stand  acquitted,  glorified,  and  rejoicing  in 
the  benedictions  of  her  Saviour ;  and  how  the 
other  would  stand  in  speechless  confusion  to  hear 
the  sentence  that  doomed  him  to  everlasting  burn- 
ings. I  shuddered  at  the  recollection  that  this 
eternal  separation  was  between  a  husband  and  a 
wife  ! 
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SUDDEN    DESTRUCTION  OF    A   HARDENED 

SINNER. 

[  From  a  Clergyman.  ] 

He,  that  being  often  reproved,  hardeneth  his  neck,  shall 
suddenly  be  destroyed,  and  that  ivithout  remedy.  Prov. 
xxix.  I. 

"  The  following  literal  and  awful  execution  of  the 
foregoing  threatening  occurred  some  years  since, 
within  my  own  observation.  The  subject  of  it 
was  a  Mr.  W d.  To  render  more  intelli- 
gible some  parts  of  the  narrative,  it  may  be  pro- 
per to  state  that  he  was  a  carpenter  by  occupation 
and  also  served  as  trumpeter  to  a  troop  of  horse 
in  the  town  where  I  resided. — This  unfortunate 
man  married  in  early  life  ;  but  soon  after  his  mar- 
riage, contracted  an  irreconcileable  aversion  to  his 
wife.  It  pleased  God,  on  two  or  three  different 
occasions,  to  visit  him  with  a  lingering,  dangerous 
fever,  and  bring  him  apparently  to  the  verge  of 
the  invisible  world.  During  these  successive 
afflictions,  he  was  agitated  with  bitter  remorse, 
expressed  penitence  for  his  former  impieties,  pro- 
mised reformation,  and  to  live  with  his  wife  as  a 
dutiful  husband.  But  these  serious  impressions, 
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were  like  "  the  morning  cloud,  and  the  early  dew^'^ 
With  the  recovery  of  health,  his  evidences  of  repen- 
tance and  reformation  vanished  ;  and  from  these 
repeated  visitations  of  the  Ahnighty,  and  his  own 
solemn  resolutions,  he  returned  to  the  world  still 
more  hardened  in  transgressions. 

On  the  afternoon   of  Monday,  I   went,  in  com- 
pany with  another  clergyman,  to   hear  the  Rev. 

Mr. ,  who  had  dispensed  the  ordinance  of 

the  supper,  on  the  preceding  Sabbath  ;  and  during 
the  hours  of  public  worship  we  were  frequently 
disturbed  by  the  blowing  of  a  trumpet;  and  were 

afterwards  informed  that  the   unfortunate  V^f d 

had  been  playing,  on  purpose  to  interrupt  our 
worship,  remarking  that  the  "  Most  High  was  as 
much  honored  by  the  sound  of  his  instrument  as 
by  our  praises  in  the  temple."  But  "  the  triumph 
of  the  wicked  is  short."  This  occurrence,  as  I 
already  stated,  took  place  on  the  afternoon  of 
Monday.  On  the  Wednesday  following,  having 
called  at  his  lodgings,  I  found  him  in  the  most 
exquisite  bodily  distress  ;  but  did  not  enter  into 
conversation,  having  repeatedly  witnessed  his 
professions  of  repentance,  and  his  gross  relapses 
to  his  former  course  of  iniquity.  Upon  the  eve- 
ning of  the   succeeding  Sabbath,  a  message  was 

sent  that  W d  desired  to  see  me.     Upon 

repairing  to   his  lodgings,  I  found  him  laboring 
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under  excruciating  distress  of  body  ;  but  the  poig- 
nancy of  his  bodily  p  lin  did  not  admit  of  a  com- 
parison with  the  horror  which  was  rending  his 
conscience.  I  mentioned  to  him  that  agreeably 
to  his  request,  I  had  called  to  see  him,  and  was 
ready  to  have  conversation  ;  when  he  replied,  with 
an  agony  of  feeling  which  I  can  neither  describe 
nor  forget,  •'  I  have  been  a  great  sinner ;  I  have 
carelessly  neglected  the  means  of  salvation,  and 
am  now  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  and  must  appear 
before  the  tribunal  of  my  judge. ^'  I  conversed 
with  him  at  considerable  length,  on  the  promises 
of  the  Gospel,  on  the  all-sufficiency  of  Jesus  ; 
assuring  him  that  he  "  came  into  the  world  to  save 
sinners,"  and  that  no  guilt  of  the  creature  was 
beyond  the  merit  of  his  sacrifice,  and  then  prayed 
with  him.  Having  spent  some  time  afterwards  in 
conversation  respecting  the  evil  of  sin,  the  merit 
of  the  Saivour's  blood  for  pardon,  and  enumerated 
for  his  encouragement,  some  of  the  very  chief  of 
sinners  who  had  obtained  forgiveness,  I  rose  to 
retire,  when  he  exclaimed  with  the  utmost  impor- 
tunity, "  0  pray  with  me,  pray  for  me  ;"  uhich 
were  the  last  expression  ^^  I  ever  heard  from  his 
lips,  I  left  him  about  ten  o'clock  at  evening,  and 
returning  early  the  next  morning,  found  him  speech- 
less, and  in  a  few  hours  he  breathed  his  last,  and 
"  went  to  his  own  place."     Thus  on  one  Monday, 
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I  heard  him  wantonly  deriding  the  worship  of  God 
and  the  devotions  of  his  children,  and  on  the  next 
saw  his  body  a  lifeless  corpse  ;  "  while  his  soul 
had  received  according  to  his  works." 

The  above  is  a  simple,  unexaggerated  relarion 
of  a  fact,  of  which  I  was  a  witness.  Should  God, 
in  his  providence,  throw  this  narrative  into  the 
hands  of  one  who  has  indulged  himself  in  sporting 
with  religion  or  its  professors,  I  beseech  him  to 
pause  and  reflect,  and  tremble.  "  Be  ye  not 
mockers,  lest  your  bands  be  made  strong. — Who 
hath  hardened  himself  against  God,  and  hath  pros- 
pered ]"  Frail  man,  "  hast  thou  an  arm  "  like 
Jehovah,  or  hardihood  to  rush  fearlessly  on  "  the 
thick  bosses  of  his  buckler]"  Thou,  whose 
breath  is  in  thy  nostrils,  whom  he  could  cleave  to 
the  dust  of  death,  and  to  the  damnation  of  hell, 
with  a  thousand  fold  more  ease  than  thou  art  capa- 
ble of  breaking  the  most  slender  plant,  or  crushing 
with  thy  foot  the  smallest  insect  ?  Reader,  if  con- 
science brings  to  thy  recollection  a  single  instance 
in  which  thou  hast  treated,  even  with  levity,  the 
services  of  the  sanctuary,  or  the  followers  of  Je- 
sus, rest  not  an  hour  until  thou  hast  confessed  thy 
guilt,  and  sought  pardon  through  his  blood.  Take 
thy  Bible  and  read  with  attention,  the  following 
passages: — Nahum  i.  2.  Deut.  xxxii.  41.  Prov, 
IX.  12.  Prov.  XI.  21, 
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A  LEAP  IN  THE  DARK 

[  From,  a  Clergyman.  ] 

In  my  pastoral  visits,  ia  the  town  of  - 


where  I  was  then  residing,  I  called  upon  a  family, 
with  the  father  of  which,  this  was  my  first  personal 
interview.  He  was  a  man  of  interesting  appear- 
ance, and  his  countenance  was  highly  expressive 
of  inteHigence.  His  age  about  40,  and  around 
him  clustered  the  young  immortals  committed  to 
his  care.  He  was  a  little  indisposed,  and  v/as 
perusing  some  volume,  I  suppose,  of  history.  He 
readily  laid  it  aside,  and  with  much  apparent 
cheerfulness,  answered  my  inquiries  concerning 
his  soul.  In  the  course  of  our  conversation,  he 
made  the  following  disclosures.  He  said,  '*  I 
cannot  receive  the  Bible  as  a  revelation  from  God." 
Why  can  you  not  ]  "  There  appears  to  me  not 
sufficient  evidence."  Do  you  find  sufficient  evi- 
dence against  it,  that  you  dare  reject  the  Bible  ? 
**  No,  I  can  neither  receive  nor  reject  it."  How 
long  have  you  been  in  this  state  %  "  Several 
years."  And  have  you  examined  into  the  evi- 
9^ 
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dence  adduced  to  prove  the  authenticity  of  the 
Bible?  "I  have  searched  and  read  everything 
I  could  find — I  have  made  it  a  great  study  ;  but 
here  I  am,  in  perfect  uncertainty."  Do  you  feel 
happy  in  your  present  state?  "  No,  I  am  a 
wretched  man — 1  wish  I  had  the  consolations  of 
those  who  can  believe  the  Bible."  I  said  to  him, 
"  then  it  is  honestly  the  case  with  you,  that  you 
doubt  whether  there  was  ever  such  a  person  as  Je- 
sus Christ,  or  any  truth  in  his  words  recorded  ; 
doubt  concerning  a  future  state,  a  heaven  or  a  hell 
in  the  coming  world?"  ''Yes,  that  is  my  case, 
but  I  can't  help  it  !"  "  Should  you  die,  sir,  this 
night,  where  do  you  think  you  would  go  ?"  He 
replied,  "  I  must  answer  you  in  the  words  of  Gib- 
bon :  '  It  would  be  taking  a  leap  in  the  dark.'"  I 
left  the  man  as  I  found  him,  and  went  away  with 
the  impression,  his  was  a  hopeless  case.  About 
six  weeks  after,  I  was  called  to  visit  the  same  man, 
and  found  him  in  very  different  circumstances. 
He  was  on  his  death-bed,  sinking  under  the  pow- 
er of  a  fatal  disease, — His  sentiments  and  views 
were  also  changed  no  less  than  his  circumstances, 
I  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  asked  him  what  he 
wished  me  to  do  ?  He  replied,  "  I  wish  you,  sir, 
to  pray  with  me."— And  for  what  shall  I  pray  1 
"  That  I  may  have  repentance,  and  preparation 
for  death."     Do  you  think,  sir,  that  you  are  soon 
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to  die  ?  "  Yes,  die  I  must."  Have  you  now  any 
doubts  concerning  the  truth  of  the  Bible  ?  "I 
have  no  doubts  of  its  truth."  Can  you  rest  upon 
the  Saviour  ?  "I  have  no  interest  in  him."  Will 
you  not  pray  to  him  ?  *^  I  cannot ;  will  you  pray 
for  me  ?" — Can  you  not  repent  ?  ''No,  my  heart 
is  hard  as  a  stone."  Poor  man  !  the  honest  hour, 
the  trying  hour  had  now  come,  and  his  infidelity 
was  gone. — How  changed  the  sentiments  !  how 
changed  the  views  of  this  man,  from  what  they 
were  when  I  saw  him  before  !  Then,  a  frank  and 
acknowledged  sceptic !  noiv,  a  convinced,  yet 
impenitent  sinner.  Tlien^  he  could  not  believe  in 
Christ,  or  revelation,  for  want  of  evidence  ;  noiv^ 
his  reason  is  most  fully  convinced,  yet  no  new 
evidence  has  been  brought  to  his  mind.  Sad  hour, 
indeed,  to  be  convinced  of  infidelity  !  I  kneeled 
by  his  bed  and  tried  to  pray  that  faith  and  repen- 
tance might  be  given  him.  After  prayer,  I  talked 
with  him  again ;  but  could  learn  nothing  better. 
The  next  morning  a  message  came  for  me  :  "  Mr. 

is  dying ;  will  you   go  to  him  ?     I  went, 

but  it  was  too  late  to  do  him  any  good  ;  and  I  stood 
and  looked  upon  him,  while  the  spirit  took  that 
dreadful  "  leap^^  into  the  eternal  world.  Surely  it 
was  "  a  leap  in  the  dark  /"  "  It  is  a  fearful  thing 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  living  God." 
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DANGER  OF  DELAY. 

[  From  a  Clergyman,  ] 

The  subject  of  the  following  narrative  had  a 
pious  mother,  who  manifested  a  deep  solicitude 
for  the  eternal  welfare  of  her  daughter.  She  had 
an  opportunity,  too,  of  attending  from  time  to  timcj 
on  the  faithful  preaching  of  the  Gospel,  by  minis- 
ters of  different  denominations.  At  different  times> 
she  was  seen  to  be  deeply  affected  at  the  place  of 
worship,  particularly  at  a  four  days'  meeting  held 
in  the  village  where  she  lived,  summer  before  last. 
On  one  of  the  days  of  this  gospel  feast,  after  the 
faithful  preaching  of  the  word,  and  the  pressing 
exhortations  of  the  ministers  of  Christ,  the  inqui- 
rers were  invited  to  a  seat  pointed  out  to  them. 
She  came  forward  among  others,  with  streaming 
eyes,  and  asked  an  interest  in  the  pra)ers  of  God's 
people.  On  Ihe  next  day,  she  w^as  seen  with  the 
thoughtless  and  careless  on  the  outside  of  the 
assembly — to  all  appearance  her  impressions  had 
passed  away  as  the  morning  cloud.  Another  four 
days'  meeting  was  held  in  this  place  last  summer. 
It  was  a  time  of  rejoicing  to  GK)d's  people,  and  a 
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time  of  deep  concern  to  many  careless  sinners  ; 
some  of  whom,  we  trust,  from  this  time,  commen- 
ced their  lives  anew\  The  person  of  whom  we 
are  speaking,  appeared  to  pass  through  the  whole 
occasion,  without  any  impression  being  made  on 
her   mind.     She  did  not  even  shed  a  tear. 

A  few   weeks    since,  she  was    confined   to  the 
bed  of  sickness,  from  which  she  was  not  removed 
till  carried  to  the  narrow  house,  prepared  for  ail ' 
living. 

About  two  weeks  before  her  death,  one  eve- 
ning the  friends  were  called  in  to  see  her  die.  I 
w^as  sent  for  in  haste  to  pray  tor  her.  This  was 
the  first  time  I  had  visited  her.  On  feeling  her 
pulse,  and  talking  a  few  words  to  her,  I  found  it 
was  a  false  alarm.  I  prayed  with  her,  told  her 
something  of  the  love  of  Jesus,  and  in  what  w^ay 
a  poor  sinner  may  come  to  him  to  find  pardon. 
After  talking  some  time,  I  asked  her,  what  pre- 
vented her  from  giving  her  heart  to  the  Saviour, 
and  trusting  in  him  for  salvation.  She  replied, 
that  she  tried  to  do  so,  but  there  was  something  in 
her  way-  When  asked  what  it  was,  she  could  not 
tell.  I  told  her  whatever  difficulty  was  in  her  way^ 
whether  hardness  of  heart,  a  sense  of  unworthi- 
ne'ss,  &c.,  she  ought  to  pray  earnestly  to  God,  to 
remove  it  out  of  the  way.  I  frequently  visited 
her  afterwards,  talked  to  her,  and  repeated  hymns, 
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but  she  uniformly  complained,  that  there  was 
something  in  her  way,  to  prevent  her  from  coming 
to  Christ.  Two  days  before  she  died,  which  was 
the  last  time  I  saw  her,  I  asked  her  if  she  enjoyed 
any  comfort  in  prayer  ?  She  gave  me  no  satis- 
factory answer.  As  I  was  absent  when  she  died, 
I  have  understood,  she  gave  no  evidence  of  a 
change  in  the  state  of  her  mind. 

Now,  youthful  reader,  it  is  not  our  province  to 
say  any  thing  about  the  present  state  of  the  sub- 
ject of  this  narrative;  let  facts  speaii  for  them- 
selves. But  remember,  that  God  has  said,  *'  to- 
day, if  ye  will  hear  his  voice."  H.  tells  us  in  his 
word,  and  by  his  providence,  that  there  is  a  time, 
when  the  Holy  Spirit  knocks  at  the  heart,  an  ac- 
ceptable time,  when  mercy  may  be  sought  and 
found  ;  but  all  who  neglect  this  golden  season, 
will  have  to  take  up  the  mournful  lamentation,  the 
harvest  is  past,  the  summer  ended,  and  we  are  not 
saved. 
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THE  AGED  CONVERT. 

[From  a  Clergr/man.] 

"  /  have  lived  sixty-six  years,  and  am  scarcely 
two  days  oldJ^^ — So  said  a  venerable  man,  leaning 
on  his  staff,  and  looking  tearfully  in  the  face  of 
the  writer.  Is  it  possible  !  thought  I.  "  Can  a  man 
be  born  when  he  is  oldl"  And  so  we  often  feel 
in  relation  to  those  who  grow  gray  in  sin.  Their 
conversion  to  God  is  rarely  expected  ;  and  when 
it  does  take  place,  we  seem  to  be  carried  back  to 
the  days  of  miracles.  It  is  contrary  to  analogy. 
The  sapling  easily  yields  to  the  bending  hand  ; 
but  the  oak,  which  has  borne  the  blasts  of  a  hun- 
dred winters,  is  made  of  "  sterner  stuff."  The 
gardener  with  ease,  turns  the  irrigating  stream  to 
refresh  his  drooping  plants,  but  it  is  not  so  easy  to 
divert  the  mighty  river  from  its  time-w^orn  chan- 
nel. So  the  young  heart  may  easily  be  made  to 
bleed  or  break,  while  the  old  is  unyielding  as  a 
ball  of  iron. 

Dr.  W.  was  born  in  a  New-England  village, 
in  1766.  His  parents  were  respectable,  and  of 
reputed   piety.     He  early  gave  indications   of  a 


104  PASTORAL    SKETCHES. 

vigorous  mind,  and  of  a  susceptible  heart.  His 
religious  education  ended  where  it  ought  to  have 
commenced — with  a  knowledge  of  the  shorter 
catechism.  Such,  however,  was  the  prevailing 
custom  of  those  days.  At  an  academy  he  dis- 
tinguished himself  as  a  scholar,  and  made  consid- 
erable progress  in  the  Latin  language.  At  the 
age  of  22  he  commenced  the  practice  of  medicine. 
His  profession,  of  necessity,  brought  him  in  con- 
tact with  the  world.  And  here  commenced  a 
series  of  associations,  which  threw  a  cloud  over 
more  than  forty  years  of  his  life.  He  was  first 
pressed  with  the  doctrines  of  universal  salvation. 
Its  popularity  gave  it  currency.  And  as  it  requir- 
ed no  self-denial,  and  no  self-abasement,  it  readi- 
ly recommended  itself  to  the  unrenewed  heart. 
He  tried  to  believe  it.  But  his  discerning  mind 
detected  the  sophistry  of  the  system,  and  left  him 
restless  as  the  rolling  billow.  He  shuddered  at 
embracing  sentiments  professedly  derived  from  a 

Book,  which,  he  was  aware,  condemned  them  as 
unsound,  and  inconsistent.  The  next  step  was 
to  destroy  the  veracity  of  the  Bible.  A  univer- 
salist  he  could  not  be — an  infidel  he  might.  To 
aid  in  this  fearful  work,  he  called  in  Paine,  Vol- 
taire, and  Bousseau.  He  went  not  to  the  Bible 
to  contemplate  the  sublimity  of  its  doctrines- — 
the  purity  of  its  precepts,  the  harmony  of  the  sys- 
tem of  revealed  truth,  and  its  tendency,  as  illus- 
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trated  by  facts,  to  promote  the  happiness  of  man. 
Like  other  infidels,  he  cast  off  fear  and  restrained 
prayer  before  the  Almighty.  Thus  twelve  years 
passed  away,  all  the  while  professedly  seeking  for 
light,  and  yet  not  once  directing  his  eye  to  Heav- 
en. Those  who  did  pray,  he  thought  infatuated ; 
and  though,  sometimes,  he  was  compelled  to 
think  them  sincere,  yet  in  his  view,  they  were 
sincere  hypocrites.  The  next  twelve  years  he 
spent  in  the  mercantile  business.  He  read,  and 
reasoned  much,  but  only  on  such  subjects  as  were 
calculated  to  make  his  infidel  fortress  strong. 
At  length  the  embargo  embarrassed  his  business, 
and  he,  with  his  family,  removed  to  the  State  of 
Ohio.  Here  he  resumed  his  profession  again, 
and  after  twelve  years,  declined  practice,  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  his  days  in  the  quiet  retirement 
of  a  farm.  Three  score  winters  had  now  whi- 
tened his  head,  and  the  old  man  bowed  not  his 
knee  in  prayer.  He  had  been,  what  the  world 
would  call,  a  strict  moralist.  This  was  the  prac- 
tical part  of  his  religion,  though  not  the  legitimate 
effect  of  his  principles.  He  gloried  in  his  con- 
sistency, and  in  the  pride  of  his  heart,  looked  with 
contempt  on  those  whom  he  called  inconsistent 
Christians.  Their  irregularities,  whether  fancied 
or  real,  he  readily  seised,  to  confirm  himself  in 
infidelity.  Although  he  was  not  forward  to  dis- 
10 


106  PASTORAL   SKETCHES. 

seminate  his  principles,  he  occasionally  sought  an 
encounter,  to  try  the  temper  of  his  weapons. 
Having  been  so  long  accustomed  to  them,  he 
could  use  them  with  no  ordinary  skill.  With  the 
keenness  of  his  satire,  and  the  cunning  of  his 
sophistry,  he,  almost  invariably,  triumphed. 
Success  inspired  him  with  courage,  and  increased 
his  intellectual  pride. 

In  the  winter  of  1831,  the  debate  between 
Campbell  and  Owen  fell  into  his  hands.  His 
long-cherished  sentiments  and  feelings,  inclined 
him  to  espouse  Owen's  side  in  the  argument.  As 
he  read,  he  was  struck  with  the  palpable  weakness, 
and  inconsistency  of  his  reasoning.  "  What," 
said  he,  "  if  the  Deist  has  no  better  arguments 
than  these  to  support  his  system,  I  am  ashamed 
of  it."  For  the  first  time,  in  his  life,  he  was  now 
seriously  alarmed  at  the  thought  that,  possibly,  he 
had  built  his  own  house  upon  the  sand.  Thought 
begat  feeling,  and  deep  anxiety.  In  this  state  of 
mind,  providentially,  Wilson's  "  evidences  of  the 
truth  of  Christianity,"  came  within  his  reach.  As 
he  read,  day  began  to  dawn  on  a  night  of  more  than 
forty  years.  The  light  of  truth  rendered  the  dark- 
ness visible,  and  his  danger  apparent.  About 
this  time,  on  meeting  with  a  neighbor,  he  re- 
marked,— "  I  feel  as  though  I  was  set  down  in  the 
midst  of  a  wilderness,  without  a   single  vestige  of 
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a  path  to  lead  me  out.  I  feel  disposed  to  trace 
the  first  that  shall  present  itself."  He  rose,  from 
the  perusal  of  Wilson,  convinced,  that  the  Bible 
is  what  it  professes  to  be — a  Revelation  from 
Heaven.  Thus  truth  admitted,  conviction  of  sin 
rushed  upon  his  mind,  and  the  old  man  bowed 
down  his  head  in  agony.  He  attended  a  meeting 
in  the  neighborhood,  and  heard  two  sermons,  by 
a  passing  preacher,  ftom  the  follow^ing  text  : — 
"  Choose  ye  this  day  whom  ye  will  serve."  And 
"  JVov/  is  the  accepted  time,  behold  now  is  the 
day  of  salvation."  The  Holy  Spirit  made  the 
word  quick  and  powerful.  He  went  home  to 
read  and  revere  that  volume,  which,  for  about 
half  a  century,  he  had  neglected  and  despised. 
The  man,  who  had  never  prayed  before,  went 
home  to  cry — "  God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 

His  conscience  was  shaken,  and  he  trembled 
under  the  mighty  hand  of  God.  After  a  short 
season  of  severe  conflict,  betv/een  the  powers  of 
light  and  darkness,  the  star  of  Bethlehem  arose, 
and  led  him  to  Jesus. 

It  was  on  a  Sabfeath  morning.  The  night  pre- 
ceding had  been  dark  to  his  soul.  He  arose 
from  his  pillow  just  as  the  day  dawned,  when  the  fol- 
lowing train  of  thought  passed  through  his  mind. 
"  This  is  the  resurrection  morning — on  this  morn- 
ing Christ  arose  from  the  dead  !  But  ivhy  did  he 
die  ?   To  save  sinners.     Well,  I  am  a  sinner — a 
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great  sinner — and  will  he  not  save  me  ?  Lord 
Jesus,  save,  or  I  perish  /"  The  storm  was  over, 
and  the  cahnness  of  Heaven  came  over  his  spirit. 
He  walked  out.  The  winter  was  so  far  gone, 
that  the  birds  were  singing  their  morning  anthems. 
The  eastern  sky  appeared  glowing  in  new  and 
indescribable  beauty.  The  fields  and  the  forest 
seemed  dressed  in  unwonted  loveliness.  Heaven 
and  earth  looked  glad.  He  gazed,  and  admired, 
and  could  no  longer  keep  silent.  Although  unac- 
customed to  sing — 

*'  His  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  strains, 
And  sung  surprising  grace." 

The  next  day,  on  meeting  him  he  readily  gave 
vent  to  his  new-born  feelings  and  hopes.  Said 
he,  "  I  have  lived  sixty-six  years,  and  am  scarcely 
two  days  old.  I  am  a  miracle  of  the  grace  of 
God  !  O,  how  could  I  support  old  age  without 
the  consolations  of  religion,  and  without  the  pro- 
mises written  in  that  blessed  volume,  which  I 
have  so  long  slighted  and  abused  !"  Soon  after 
he  had  the  happiness  to  embrace  a  prodigal  son, 
who  had  wandered  in  the  san>€  cheerless  path  of 
infidelity.  The  Bible  is  now  their  choicest  book. 
— On  the  same  day  they  both  entered  into  covenant 
with  God,  and  with  his  people.  Christians  are 
their  chosen  companions — Christ  is,  to  them,  the 
chief  among  ten  thousand.  And  celestial  treas- 
ures are,  apparently,  the  only  true  riches  on  which 


TRIUMPHANT    DEATH.  109 

their  affections  are  placed.  The  Doctor  mourns 
that  he  has  so  few  days  to  devote  to  God.  After 
a  life  devoted  to  the  cause  of  infidelity,  he  now 
testifies,  "  I  am  led,  from  a  review  of  my  past 
experience,  to  declare  as  my  belief,  that  with  all 
the  infidel's  boasted  assurance,  there  never  was 
a  person  brought  up  in  a  Christian  land,  who  could 
at  all  times  honestly,  and  unhesitatingly  say — I 
feel  secure  in  a  disbelief  of  the  Bible." 


MEMOIR  OF  A  LITTLE  CHILD. 

"  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  suckl'mgs,  thou  hast  per- 
fected praise.'''' — Mat.  xx.  16. 

[Fro7Ji  a  suTvicing  Relative.'] 

Died  in  Norfolk,  Virginia,  September?,  1828, 
Susan  A.  Kollock,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  S.  K, 
Kollock,  of  that  place.  She  was  only  eight  years 
of  age  when  she  left  the  world,  and  her  life  and 
death  have  furnished  a  striking  comment  on  the 
passage  placed  at  the  head  of  this  article. 

In  the  spring  of  1825,  she  was  placed  under  the 

care   of  a  pious  aunt,  in  Elizabethtown,  N.  J. 

where  she  remained  until  a  few  months  before  her 

dissolution.     In  this  situation,  every  means  which 

an  enlightened  and  Christian  female  could  use  to 

impress  her,   early,  with  a  sense  of  religion,  were 

diligently  employed;  and   upon   these    efforts  to 

"  direct  her  infant  gaze  to  the  Star  of  Bethlehem," 

Providence    evidently  smiled.     She  was  scarcely 
10^ 
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six  years  of  age,  when  her  friends  hoped  that  her 
heart  was  renewed  by  the  Spirit  of  God.  Her 
conversation,  so  different  from  that  of  children  of 
her  age — her  devotion  in  family  and  public  wor- 
ship— her  self-denial — her  strict  observance  of 
the  Sabbath — her  attention  to  the  Scriptures,  and 
the  delight  she  took  in  reading  them — her  love  of 
prayer,  and  uniform  attendance  on  the  closet — 
her  strong  sense  of  the  Divine  presence  : — all 
evinced  that  she  was  a  regenerated  child. 

In  the  month  of  April  last,  she  returned  to  her 
father's  house,  and  there  evinced  the  same  influ- 
ence of  religious  principle.  Her  pious  friends, 
who  knew  her  well,  saw  her  daily  ripening  for 
Heaven,  and  foreboded  a  premature  admission 
into  the  mansions  of  rest. 

Soon  after  her  return  to  the  parental  roof,  she 
was  called  to  witness  the  last  hours,  and  the  tri- 
umphant death  of  her  loved  mother.  She  was 
much  impressed  by  the  scene,  and  said,  "  Let  me 
die  the  death  of  the  righteous  ;  and  let  my  last 
hours  be  like  hers."  Little  did  she  or  her  friends, 
then  think  that  her  wishes  would  be  so  soon  ful- 
filled. The  week  after  the  departure  of  her  pa- 
rent, she  was  taken  violently  ill,  and  at  once  told 
her  friends  that  she  could  not  recover.  But  she 
was  not  alarmed  at  the  thought  of  death.  She 
talked  of  it  as  she  did  of  every  thing  else,  with 
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great  composure.  From  that  time  to  the  period 
of  her  removal,  which  was  many  days,  with  a 
mind  in  general  rational,  and  with  a  voice  strong 
and  full,  she  manifested  to  all  around  her,  her  love 
to  God,  her  reliance  upon  the  Saviour,  and  her 
full  preparation  for  Heaven. — The  nature  of  her 
disease  was  such  as  to  occasion  the  most  acute 
sufferings ;  but  God  disposed  her  to  bear  them 
with  patience.  When  a  paroxysm  of  pain  was 
approaching,  she  folded  her  little  hands,  and  look- 
ing up,  exclaimed,  "  0  Lord,  deliver  me  out  of 
my  pain  and  trouble,  or  give  me  patience  to  bear 
it — patience  to  bear  it."  On  one  accasion  it  was 
thought  necessary  to  renew  a  blister  which  had 
been  applied  to  her  body,  and  which  had  given  her 
much  pain — at  first  she  manifested  some  reluc- 
tance, but  when  reminded  that  it  was  God's  will, 
she  instantly  said  :  *'  0,  I  will  have  it  on  then, 
though  it  wi  1  hurt  me  much — yes,  I  will  be  pa- 
tient, because  it  was  God  who  made  me  sick,  and  I 
will  do  what  he  wishes.''  Many  of  those  texts  of 
Scripture,  which  she  had  learnt  privately  and  at 
the  Sunday  School,  she  would  oflen  repeat  and 
dwell  upon  them  with  delight.  "  Christ  has  said, 
I  will  not  leave  you  comfortless  ;  I  will  come  unto 
you  ;  and  now  he  does  not  leave  me  comfortless — 
he  comes  to  me."  She  loved  to  contemplate 
Jesus  Christ  in  tha  relation  of  a  Shepherd,  and 
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often  repeated  that  part  of  the  10th  chapter  of 
John,  in  which  he  is  thus  represented.  More 
than  once  she  repeated  the  whole  of  the  23d 
Psalm,  and  took  great  pleasure  in  conversing  on 
it.  One  morning  after  awaking  from  sleep,  she 
said  to  her  aunt,  "  I  will  tell  you  the  text  of 
mama's  funeral  sermon,  which  you  were  not  pre- 
sent to  hear  : — It  was  in  1st  Corinthians,  7th 
Chap.  29,  30,  31  verses.  But  this  I  say,  brethren, 
&c.  adding  at  the  conclusion  "  Yes  !  all  passeth 
away,  all  passeth  away."  Soon  afterwards  she 
said,  "If  it  be  the  will  of  God,  I  shall  yet  get 
well,  but  if  not,  I  shall  die,  and  go  to  Jesus,  and 
you  will  all  meet  me  there.  On  another  occasion, 
she  said  to  her  aunt,  "  Such  horrible  thoughts 
sometimes  come  into  my  mind,  that  I  am  ahiiost 
afraid  to  go  to  sleep."  Her  aunt  said  to  her, 
"  Why  should  you  fear  any  thing  ?  Jesus  always 
watches  over  his  children  in  sickness,  and  at  all 
times  ;  do  not  you  love  him,  and  can  you  not 
trust  him  ?"  "  O  yes  !  my  dear  aunt,  I  do  love 
him  ;  he  brought  me  salvation  ;  I  do  love  him 
and  will  trust  him  forever."  A  most  interesting 
scene  occurred  one  Sabbath,  that  will  never  be 
forgotten.  She  expressed  an  anxious  desire  to 
see  her  father,  who  was,  at  the  time,  engaged  in 
preparing  for  the  sanctuary. — She  renewed  her 
requests  until  he  was  sent  for.     When  he  entered 


MEMOIR    OF    A    LITTLE    CHILD.  113 

the  room,  she  said,  "  papa,  I  have  sent  for  you  to 
pray  with  me."  "  Certainly,  my  dear,  we  will  all 
unite  in  praying  with  and /or  you."  After  prayer, 
in  which  she  said  she  "  tried  to  unite  with  all  her 
heart,"  her  father  said  to  her,  "  My  dear  Susan, 
you  will  not  be  long  with  us,  God  is  taking  you 
away."  "  Yes,"  she  repHed,  "  but  I  am  going 
to  Heaven."  "  But  how  do  you  expect  to  get 
there  1  Have  you  done  any  thing  to  deserve 
Heaven?"  "No!  only  through  Jesus  Christ, 
the  Lamb  of  God."  "  Do  you,  my  dear,  really 
love  Jesus  Christ]"  "  Yes  !  I  do."  "WhyP 
"  Because  he  died  for  me  upon  the  cross^"  "And 
why  do  you  wish  to  go  to  Heaven  ?'  "  Because 
God  is  there,  and  Christ  is  there."  It  was  thought 
that  on  that  day  she  would  leave  the  world.  She 
herself  thought  so,  and  often  said,  "  How  sweet, 
and  yet  how  solemn  it  is  to  die."  She  spoke  in- 
dividually to  the  friends  who  were  with  her ;  "papa, 
aunt  L.  Mrs.  W.  you  will  meet  me  in  Heaven.'* 
She  sent  for  one  of  the  servants,  a  colored  wo- 
man, who  had  been  her  nurse,  and  to  whom  she 
was  particularly  attached.  "  Mammy"  (it  was  in 
this  familiar  manner  that  she  always  addressed 
her)  "  I  am  going  to  Heaven.  Will  you  not  pre- 
pare to  meet  me  there  ;  now  mind  what  I  say,  and 
do  prepare  to  meet  me  there." 

But  God   did  not  then  take  her  away,   as  was 
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expected.  He  preserved  her  some  days  longer, 
still  more  to  glorify  his  name,  to  perfect  the  praise 
of  the  Redeemer,  and  to  furnish  even  richer  con- 
solations to  her  surviving  friends.  Her  suffering 
returned  with  renewed  violence,  giving  her  pa- 
tience an  opportunity  to  "  have  its  perfect  work." 
It  was  indeed  affecting  to  hear  her  prayers,  under 
her  excruciating  pains  :  "  Gracious  Father,  restore 
me  to  health,  and  ease  this  dreadful  pain,  or  take 
me  to  thyself.  O  !  Father,  help  me  to  say  thy 
will  be  done,  which  no  one  can-  say  under  such 
sufferings,  unless  taught  by  the  Holy  Spirit." 
She  often  said  to  her  friends,  "  You  know  I  love 
you  all  very  much,  but  I  love  Christ  more."  The 
nearer  she  drew  to  death,  the  deeper  was  her  sense 
of  sin.  Frequently  would  she  say,  "  O  !  Lord  I 
am  a  great  sinner ;  but  have  mercy  on  me,  and 
pardon  all  my  sins  for  Christ's  sake."  Often 
would  she  express  her  gratitude  to  God  for  his 
converting  grace,  and  say  she  was  once  "  a  great 
sinner,  a  little,  ignorant,  sinful  child  ;  but  he  has 
brought  me  nigh  by  the  blood  of  Christ."  Not  long 
before  her  departure,  she  spoke  much  of  the  res- 
urrection, and  evidently  contemplated  it  with  great 
delight.  "  My  dear  aunt,  I  wish  you  would  read 
the  Bible  tome,  and  read  the  11th  Chapter  of 
John,  where  the  resurrection  of  Lazarus  is  men- 
tioned,"   While  the  chapter  was  read,  she  listened 
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with  unusual  attention,  and  when  it  was  finished, 
said,  "  If  Jesus  is  the  resurrection  and  the  Hfe, 
he  will  raise  me  up  at  the  resurrection,  as  he  did 
Lazarus.  The  next  day  she  was  suffering  much 
pain. — Her  father  said  to  her,  "  My  daughter, 
God  will  soon  relieve  you  ;  in  Heaven  there  is 
no  pain."  She  instantly  said,  "  Neither  sorrow, 
nor  crying,  nor  death,  but  God  shall  wipe  away 
all  tears  from  our  eyes."  The  last  conversation 
which  her  father  had  with  her,  on  this  subject,  was 
just  before  her  dissolution.  He  said  to  her, 
"  Though  you  have  lived  much  longer  than  we 
expected,  yet  we  cannot  even  hope  that  you  will 
recover."  "  But  I  am  going  to  Heaven.  I  shall  see 
God  there,  and  Christ,  and  my  dear  mama,  and 
my  little  sisters  who  have  died,  and  my  aunt  L." 
"  Not  your  aunt  L.  my  dear,  she  is  with  you 
here."  "  I  know  it,  but  she  will  follow  me,  and 
meet  me  there." 

It  was  thus  that  this  little  child  thought,  and 
spoke,  in  view  of  eternity.  It  was  early  one  Sab- 
bath morning,  that  she  was  permitted  to  enjoy  that 
heavenly  rest,  which  she  had  for  some  weeks  been 
anticipating.  Just  as  the  light  was  purpling  the 
east,  she  seemed  to  say  to  those  around  her  **Let 
me  go,  for  the  day  breaketh  ;"  and  bursting  the 
bonds  which  united  it  to  the  body,  her  spirit  soar- 
ed to  her  Father,   and  their  Father,  to  her  God, 
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and  their  God.  Her  little  body  was  laid  in  the 
same  grave  in  which  her  mother  and  her  sister 
were  deposited,  only  six  weeks  before,  that  "  in 
death  they  might  not  be  divided,"  and  that,  at  the 
resurrection,  they  might  rise  together  to  Jife  eter- 
nal. 


*«  ONE  BORN  OUT  OF  DUE  SEASON." 

I  WAS  born  and  brought  up  in  a  Christian  land, 
and  taught  to  read  by  my  mother.  When  about 
eight  years  old,  I  had  read  the  Bible  through  in 
course,  but  had  never  attended  any  school,  and 
seldom  read  any  book  but  the  Bible.  And,  being 
compelled  to  read,  I  became  fond  of  it.  I  was 
instructed  by  my  mother  and  our  minister,  in  the 
principles  of  the  Christian  religion,  and,  according 
to  the  best  of  my  recollection,  baptized  when 
about  nine  or  ten  years  old,  and  generally  attended 
meeting  on  the  Sabbath.  I  sometimes  had  serious 
impressions,  and  continued  in  that  partial  belief  of 
the  truths  of  the  Christian  religion,  which  is  com- 
mon to  the  unregenerate.  When  about  twenty 
years  old,  I  commenced  the  study  of  medicine 
and  philosophy ;  and  began  to  form  some  ac- 
quaintance with  the  world,  and   became  a  little 


CONVERSION  OF  AN  INFIDEL.  117 

skeptical.  In  my  twenty-sixth  year  I  began  reading 
^uch  books  as  Paine's  Age  of  Reason,   Volney, 
Voltaire,  &c.     My  mind  became  established,  as  I 
thought,   permanently,  in    infidel   principles.      I 
afterwards   gave  no   thought  to   the   subject   of 
religion,  by  reading  or  reasoning  any  further.     In 
this  state  have  I  lived  almost  forty  years.     After 
having,  as  I   thought,   abandoned   the  moral  re- 
straints of  Christianity,  I   found   it  proper  and 
necessary  to  form,  for  myself,  some  moral  rules 
for  governing  my   conduct  ;  and,  notwithstanding 
the  imperfection  of  these  rules,  and  my  deficiency 
in  living    according  to  them,     they  have   been 
useful  to  me.     I  believe  they  originated  in  the 
religious   instruction  I  had  previously  received ; 
and  that  I  owed  much  to  Christianity,  even  in  my 
unregenerate  state,  notwithstanding  my  disposition 
to  reject  it.     I  was  led  to  impose  these  restraints 
upon  myself,  partly  by  observing  the  consequences 
of  a  want  of  them  in  others  ;  particularly  some  of 
my  associates,  who  had  abandoned  religion,  as  I 
had   done.      Near  the   time  of   imbibing  these 
principles,  a  dark  and  gloomy  prospect  opened  to 
my  mind.     In  the  scenes  of  adversity  through 
which  I  passed,  I   experienced  the  most  extreme 
degree  of  mental  anguish,  in  silence  and  solitude. 
My  friends  were  few.     I  was  in  a  state  of  humble 
dependancc  and  poverty,  with  a  far  greater  weight 
10 
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of  suffering  from  other  and  more  important  cir- 
cumstances. In  this  state  of  feeling,  I  passed  about 
five  years ;  life  had  no  charms^  and  death  no  terrors. 
In  this  condition  I  was  taken  sick,  and  confined  near 
six  months.  When  I  had  so  far  recovered,  as  to  be 
able  to  go  abroad,  I  wandered  from  home,— spent 
one  winter  in  the  West  Indies — passed  away  a  year, 
in  poor  health,  among  strangers,  and  indifferent  to 
life.  All  this  I  endured  with  a  stubborn  mind,  setting 
my  will  in  opposition  to  all  obstacles,  refusing  to 
acknowledge  God,  and  never  offering  a  petition  to 
Himj  who  alone  is  able  to  give.  On  my  return 
home,  in  the  course  of  two  or  three  months  my 
health  was  established,  and  soon  after,  the  dark 
cloud  of  adversity  seemed  as  if  passing  away. 
Wishing  to  avoid  the  odium  of  being  called  an 
infidel,  and  not  willing  to  sport  with,  or  wound  the 
feehngs  of  others,  who  believed  differently  from 
myself,  I  have  been  silent  on  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion, communicating  my  mind  only  to  a  few, 
and  these  such  as  embraced  similar  sentiments. 
I  have  also  endeavored  to  keep  such  infidel  books 
as  I  had  read  myself,  from  my  family,  fearing  they 
might  be  injured  by  them,  as  I  thought  some  of 
my  acquaintance  had  been.  Such  has  been  my 
life,  and  my  views,  until  the  time  of  the  protracted 
meeting  in  July  last,  when  Rev.  Mr.  F.  came  to 
my  house,  and  began  conversation  with  me.     He 
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commenced  by  asking  some  questions.  My 
answers  were  short  and  repulsive.  Being  under 
no  obligation  to  answer  his  questions,  and  the 
inquiries  being  useless,  according  to  my  views,  I 
finally  refused  to  answer.  Previous  to  this,  and 
during  the  meeting,  I  had  heard  Mr.  F.  preach 
two  sermons,  and  although  I  felt  some  opposition 
to  the  meeting,  I  was  a  little  pleased  with  one  of 
the  sermons.  After  the  interview  with  him,  I 
began  to  reflect  on  what  had  passed,  the  abrupt 
answers  I  had  given  him,  &c.  The  next  day  I 
felt  so  much  condemned,  as  to  be  ready,  had  an 
opportunity  presented,  to  call  him  in,  and  divulge 
my  whole  mind  to  him  alone,  but  had  no  suitable 
opportunity.  After  this,  I  frequently  saw  Mr.  H., 
our  minister,  and  conversed  with  him,  and  at  last 
made  the  exposure  to  him  of  my  principles  and 
whole  mind,  with  all  its  deformities.  He  reasoned 
with  me,  and  pointed  to  some  appropriate  reading. 
The  subject  was  pressed  upon  me  from  various 
quarters,  until ,,  I  agreed  to  go  into  an  investigation 
of  it.  I  have  frequently  witnessed  the  state  of 
mind  of  those  who  considered  their  lives  about  to 
close  ;  and  many  who  were  in  full  assurance  of 
making  a  happy  exchange  in  meeting  their  God. 
I  have  been  ready  to  call  it  a  delusion.  But 
when  I  surveyed  their  looks,  and  heard  their 
expressions,  their    calm    resignation,    unshaken 
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faith,  and  anticipation  of  future  happiness,  I  could 
almost  say  "  I  wished  for  the   same   delusion." 
I  sometimes  contrasted  their  calmness  and  com- 
posure in  the  hour  of  death,  with  the   cold  and 
gloomy  prospect  of  the   infidel,   when  the  grave 
was  about  to  close  on  his  earthly  remains,  and 
annihilation  was  the  only  hope,  without  a  cheering 
ray  of  confidence   in  a  future^  existence.     I  fre- 
quently tried  to  say  to  myself,  when  looking  at  my 
offspring, ''  you  shall  perpetuate  my  existence."    I 
have,  while  in  a  belief  that  the  existence  of  the  soul 
terminated  with  the  body,  found  a  most  appalling 
train  of  thought,  and  my  prospective  vision  filled 
with  a  melancholy  gloom.     The  subject  of  religion 
has  been  pressed  upon  me  in  my  own  house,  and 
by  my  own  family.     I  have  witnessed  the  dying 
entreaties  and  prayers  of  a  much  loved  daughter, 
yet  fresh  in  my  memory;  the  silent  grief  and 
secret  intercessions  of  a  bosom  companion  ;  the 
solicitations  and  prayers  of  almost  the  whole  of  a 
numerous  family,  all  calling  on  me  to  change  my 
course,  and  go  with  them.  I  finally  viewed  the  sub- 
ject in  its  effects  on  the  moral  condition  of  man  ;  its 
effects  on  individuals  and  families,bn  different  coun- 
tries and  nations,  I  called  to  mind  the  unhappy  con- 
dition of  the  French  nation,  where  infidelity  has  pre- 
vailed to  a  great  extent  for  forty  years  past ;  their 
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vices  multiplied  almost  beyond  description,   and 
their  religion  almost  extinct. 

With  these  reflections  of  my  own  mind,  the 
prayers  and  entreaties  of  kind  neighbors  and  friends, 
and,  above  all,  the  blessing  of  God,  I  was  convinced 
of  the  reasonableness,  the  justice  and  propriety  of 
submission  to  the  revealed  will  of  God;  to 
take  the  Bible  for  my  guide,  and  make  the  attempt 
to  live  a  new  and  a  better  life.  And  in  this  resolu- 
tion I  find  my  hitherto  stubborn  will  to  soften,  and 
melt  down.  I  find  it  easy  to  implore  the  forgive- 
ness of  God,  and  surrender  altogether  to  His  just 
claims.  I  renounce  all  my  past ,  transgressions, 
and  rely  alone  on  Christ,  for  pardon,  justification, 
and  eternal  life." 

[J^ote — For  some  time  previous  to  the  hopeful  conver- 
sion of  this  man,  he  was  the  subject  of  unceasing  prayer, 
by  his  family,  and  a  little  band  of  Christians,  w^ho  had 
agreed  together  to  intercede  for  him.  Let  pious  wives 
who  have  infidel  husbands,  and  pious  children,  who  have 
infidel  fathers,  not  despair,  but  "pray  and  not  faint." 
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"  O  DEATH  !  WHERE  IS  THY  STING  ?» 

iFro7n  a  Son  of  the  Deceased.] 

[The  subject  of  the  following  sketch,  Mr.  P.  P.  late  of 
H.,  N.  Y.,  had  for  several  years,  led  a  life  of  consistent 
piety  and  active  benevolence.] 

"  His  end  was  peace.  When  he  began  to  feel 
the  pressure  of  the  hand  of  death,  and  his  sight 
was  becoming  dim,  he  wished  to  be  raised  up  in 
bed,  and  inquired  if  his  family  were  present.  He 
asked,  "  are  the  children  all  here  ]"  He  was  told 
they  were,  (excepting  one,  who  was  sick  of  a  fe- 
ver in  the  adjoining  room.)  He  replied,  "  I  can- 
not see  you.  Well,  we  must  part  now ;"  and 
then,  with  a  full,  strong  voice,  told  us  how  his  fa- 
ther died,  related  some  of  the  exercises  of  his 
mind  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death,  and  exclaimed, 
"  0  !  the  most  faithful  do  not  feel  that  they  have 
done  too  much."  With  the  earnestness  of  a  dy- 
ing man,  he  said  to  those  around  him,  ''  O  !  ye 
who  have  a  good  hope,  do  all  in  your  power  to 
have  as  many  as  you  can  press  into  the  kingdom." 
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Alluding  to  the  abounding  mercy  and  love  of  Christ 
Jesus  to  his  people,  he  broke  forth  in  expressions 
of  holy  confidence,  "  He  saith  unto  his  friends, 
drink,  drink,  yea,  drink  abundantly."  As  I  was 
sustaining  the  head  of  my  dying  father,  I  could  not 
help  exclaiming,  "  0  !  these  are  triumphs !  these 
are  triumphs  !" 

I  asked  him  if  he  did  not  wish  us  to  sing  a 
verse,  "  0  !  yes,  sing,"  he  replied.  I  repeated 
a  stanza,  which  he  desired  to  have  sung.  Just  at 
this  moment,  a  brother  of  the  Church,  to  whom  he 
was  greatly  attached,  came  in,  who  inquired  of 
him  how  he  felt.  "  0  !  happy !  happy !  !"  was 
his  answer.  "  Do  you  rejoice  in  the  Saviour  V 
inquired  his  Christian  brother.  "  I  have  great  joy 
in  God,"  was  his  reply.  I  told  him  we  were  ready 
to  sing.  He  said,  "Well,"  and  desired  to  be  laid 
back  upon  the  pillow.     We  sung, 

"  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft,  as  downy  pilloWs  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breath  my  life  out  sweetly  there." 

In  a  few  moments  he  fell  asleep,  to  awake  no 
more,  till  the  voice  of  the  archangel  and  the  trump 
of  God  shall  sound.  It  seemed  to  those  who  wit- 
nessed this  scene,  that  it  was  not  much  to  die, 
when   the  great  work   of  preparation  is  done  ; 


124  PASTORAL    SKETCHES. 

that  death  is,  indeed,  to  the  Christian,  the  gate  to 
heaven  !  I  thought  it  proper  to  state  to  you  these 
facts,  hoping  they  may  induce  others,  who  have 
little  earthly  treasures,  to  remember  Christ  their 
elder  Brother,  in  the  disposition  they  make  of  their 
property  which  God  has  lent  them," 


THE    END. 
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